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DOUG  A  L  M'KILLOP, 


Eavuolton. 


Just  when  my  Muse  gaed  on  the  fang, 

I  rhym’d  these  blethers, #  sang  by  sang  ; 
An5  if  they  won’t  come  in  ding  dang, 

Wi’  metre  screediir, 

S  oil’ll  easy  sec  they’re  no  that  lang, 

To  plague  you  readin 


Edinburgh? 
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PREFACE. 


Many  eminent  Poets,  both  ancient  and 
modern,  have  issued  forth  their  productions 
into  the  world,  to  the  instruction  and  en¬ 
tertainment  of  all  classes  of  society ;  and 
have  brought  them,  according  to  their 
agreeable  expectations,  the  thanks  of  the 
curious,  and  the  applause  of  the  learned. 

But  were  I  to  distribute  the  following 
pages,  presuming  that  they  also  contained 
something  new  or  important,  I  might  justly 
expect,  that  after  they  were  weighed  in 
the  critics’  balance,  to  find  the  verdict 

“  TEKEL.” 

During  the  period  in  which  I  composed 
my  poems,  I  had  not  the  smallest  inten- 
•  tion  of  ever  putting  them  to  the  press ; 
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but  it  pleased  the  Wise  Disposer  of  all 
things  to  remove  my  health,  to  which  I 
was  a  stranger  for  the  period  of  five  years, 
and  having  been  bred  to  a  house  business, 
I  sensibly  felt  the  confinement  only  tended 
to  increase  the  malady,  which  made  me  to 
adopt  the  plan  of  publishing  the  produc¬ 
tions  of  my  leisure  hours  by  way  of  sub¬ 
scription,  under  the  flattering  hopes,  that 
the  travelling  in  search  of  subscribers 
might  have  the  happy  effect  of  restoring, 
in  some  measure,  that  best  of  all  earthly 
blessings,  which  was  my  lot  to  lose  ;  but 
now,  it  is  highly  gratifying  for  me  to  give 
the  account  that  the  above  pursuit  has  suc¬ 
ceeded  to  the  utmost  of  my  wishes. 

Having  rendered  the  above  reason  for 
laying  my  works  before  the  Public,  I  have 
only  to  request  that  my  candid  Readers 
will  frankly  forgive  my  intrusion. 
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Farexuell  Epistle , 

To  the  Rev.  Dr.  J - s  H-ll,  under  the  immediate 

prospect  of  going  to  London. 

O  gude  an’  rey’rend  Doctor  H-Il, 

Frae  a’  the  preachers,  young  or  aul’, 

Wee  dumplin’  chiels,  or  grit  an’  tall, 

Ye  tak’  the  praise  ; 

Ye  are  the  bait  that  catch’d  my  saul, 

Out  Satan’s  blaze. 

.1  nineteen  years  in  sin  did  roll, 

Led  auf  wi’  Nick,  as  blin’s  a  mole, 

Till  we  had  reach’d  amaist  his  pole, 

An’  flamin’  quarrie  ; 

But,  clever  Sir,  ye  steek’t  the  toll, 

Wi’4hund’ritt’  hurrie. 

\ 
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Then  he  stood  still  an*  claw’d  his  lug, 

To  see  his  yett  sae  steeve  an’  snug; 

Syne  took  his  gun,  his  hail  an’  slug, 

An  thund’rin  hat  it 
But  just  as  weel,  the  birkie  hug, 

Might  spitten  at  it. 

Then  he  took  out  a  legal  key, 

An’  rascal  chiel  wou’d  gie’nt  to  me. 

An’  trouth,  gude  Sir,  I  winna  lee, 

I  might  hae  ta’en’t ; 

‘  For  that  free  gift  wi’  fouk’  (quo’  he,) 

‘  Is  scarcely  nam’d, 
t 

‘  The  gospel  plan,  O  wlia  wou’d  read  it, 

‘  They’re  unco  fond  o’  bein’  cleedit, 

‘  That  wou’d  fa’  down  an’  humble  plead  it, 

‘  For  nought  ava’ ; 

‘  Gae  cast  your  coat  an’  dinna  head  it, 

‘  But  wurk  for’t  a’, 

4  We’ll  speel  the  yett  an’  fin’  a  road, 
Whaur  ye  may  toddle  on  fu’tf  no,d. 
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‘  An’  when  you’re  wearied  wi’  the  load, 

*  ‘  O’  legal  weight ; 

•Then  ye  can  tak’  a  sleepin’  nod, 

*  ‘  By  day  or  night. 

*  Now,  come  awa  an’  don’t  say  no, 

*  I’ll  oil  your  joints  like  ony  roe, 

*  An’  cheer’lie  on  the  road  we’ll  g  o  ’, 

While  this  he’s  chattin’, 

You  thunder’d  out  yon  loud  ‘  hallo, 

‘  Avoid  thee  Satan, 

«  Gae  hame  you  tike,  to  your  black  denr 
‘  An’  let  a-be  poor  mortal  men, 

4  Or  miles  I’ll  sen’  you  farder  ben, 

(4  You  shapeless  carl,) 

*  'fb  corners  yet  ye  dinna  ken, 

*  In  your  black  warl’. 

‘  Then  there  ye  cloven  scoundrel  rake, 
‘They’ll  smash  an’  lash  you  at  a  stake, 

4  An’  rive  an’  drive  ye  till  ye  quake. 

*  An’  squeel  wi’  terror  ; 
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‘  Then  some  wee  brimstane  rattle-snake, 

‘  Will  act  chief  Ferr’er*. 

This  soun’  cam’  ragin’  like  the  firth, 

An’  sunk  the  billie  thro’  the  earth  ; 

An’  now  I  tell’t  wi’  unco  mirth, 

Blest  be  thy  quiver. 

It  brought  my  saul  a  second  birth, 

To  live  forever. 

In  aughteen  hun’er  an’  eleven, 

That  was  the  year,  that  ye  cam’  heavin’. 

Pure  endless  joys,  for  endless  grievin’, 

An’  tight  and  snod, 

Ye  set  a  prodigal  for  heaven, 

Straught  on  the  road. 

Till  aughteen  hun’er  an’  saxteen, 

A  faithfu  trav’ller  I  hae  been, 

An  still  wi’  you, I’d  travel  keen, 

For  cent’ries  runnin’ ; 

But  O  I  tell  t  wi’  wal’ry  een, 

I’m  gaun  to  Lunnin. 
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t>m  fear’t  I  meet  the  birkie  there, 

As  he  gangs  whis’lin  thro’  the  air, 

•  For  haith  the  slyngie  wadna  care, 

Wi’  a’  his  vigour, 

To  rug  an’  rive  me  like  a  bear, 

Or  ragin’  tiger. 

Or  else  a  dart  slip  in  my  side, 

To  blarw  my  stomach  fou  o’  pride, 

Or  swall  Corruption’s  ragin’  tide, 

Till  I  gang  sinniu’, 

Then  he  will  get  my  new-born  hide, 

Just  for  the  skinnin’ 

Had  I  the  pith  your  Rev’rence  has, 

I’d  pelt  him  up  wi’  big  snaw  ba’s, 

An’  lash  his  heels  wi’  gospel  tause, 

Aff  till  his  bouzie  ; 

But  I  maun  fecht  my  wearie  wause, 

As  faith  allows  m#» 

For  we’re  foretauld  baith  ane  an*  a’, 

Frae  hauly  rigs,  we  raaunna  flaw, 
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But  battle  up  bis  elwan’  daw, 

Baith  late  and  early, 

Till  up  aboon  we’re  ta’en  awa, 

To  ?tamp  him  fairly. 

Perhaps  again  we’ll  never  meet, 

Till  up  aboon  we’ve  ta’en  our  seat ; 

Then  we  shall  ane  anither  greet, 

Wi’  love  unfeigned, 

An’  laugh  at  Ancient  on  a  speet, 

Till  H-ll  is  drained. 

So  fare  jre  weel  my  last  begetter, 

Lang  may  your  whittle  aye  get  hetter, 

To  cut  ilk  day  an  iron  fetter, 

Till  Seratchie’s  berfit  ; 
An’  aye  yoursel’  be  growin’  better, 

Till  ance  ye’re  perfect. 

Lang  may  your  nieves  the  bopk-board  leather, 
Lang  may  your  tongue  like  sheaves  o’  heather,. 
Soop  auf  like  atour  ilk  sinfu’  blether, 

That’s  fause  an’  cunnin’, 

.  -  '•  fi/i o\' 

Shall  be  my  pray’r,  my  second  father, 

When  I’m  in  Lunnfh’. 
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John  Moneyless.  * 

Poor  man,  sail'  may  ye  fidge  an’  claw, 

Ill  respectit  by  ane  an’  a’, 

Hated  as  ye  had  hien  the  sea, 

Or  something  v/ain ; 

What  brought  ye  to  this  war!’  stva, 

.  j>  To  thole  the  scar? 

Far  better  had  you  ne’er  been  born, 

Than  creep  aneath  Lite’s  dearie  mourn, 

Wanderin’  up  an’  down  forlorn. 

Thy  wear  is  wause, 

To  thole  thv  fellow  creature’-s  scorn, 

Without  a  cause. 

Tho’  humble  cravin’s  pour  frae  thee, 

Tho’  lantern  cheeks  back  strong  thy  plea, 

Tho’  tears  o’erflow  thy  wat’ry  e’e, 

An’  downward  spill, 

*  The  above  Poem  was  composed  on  seeing  an  old  man,  a  true 
object  of  charity,  and  one  whom  !  am  persuaded  was  a,  man  .*f 
worth  in  the  sight  of  Him,  who  made  him,  insulted  and  unrevered 
by  several  young  dressed  fops,  from1  Vvhom  the  poor  man  had  asked 
alms. 
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The  whunstane  hearted  Potentee, 

Is  harden’d  still.. 

Nae  helpin’  ban’  uplifts  thy  head, 

Nae  Potent  cares  thy  humble  creed. 

But  haughty  by  thee  flies  vvi’  speed, 

In  pompish  state, 

While  tender  hearts  wad  cut  anT  bleed. 

To  see  thy  fate. 

Ah  !  Humanity,  thou  pearl  bright, 

Whaur  hast  thou  ta’en  thy  winged  flight  ? 

A  human  breast  is  just  thy  right, 

Why  pass  it  by  T 

But  aiblens  man  may  spurn  thy  light, 

When  ye  draw  nigh. 

But  let  that  vile  unthinkin’  wretchr, 

Ken  for  a  truth  his  end  will  fetch 

Him  wae,  thro’  that  unbounded  stretchy 

Eternity ! 

There  let  him  squeel,  the  harden’d  b - h, 

Ne’er  mair  to  die. 
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Heav’n  poor  man,  has  you  in  her  view, 

Heav’n  hears  the  heavy  groans  frae  you, 
Heav’n  down  distills  her  pearly  dew, 

Upo’  thy  locks  ; 

An’  heav’n  yet  shall  hail  thee  through, 

Her  happy  flocks. 

Then  man  o’  sense,  thou  man  o’  worth, 

Let  Money  Fools  gae  seek  their  mirth, 

Amang  the  fleetin’  joys  o’  earth, 

In  driftin’  hives ; 

Perhaps  they’ll  meet  as  they  gae  forth, 

Their  auld  frien’  Hives, 

While  like  Lazarus  ye  will  fly, 

Wi’  guardian  Angels  thro’  the  sky, 

To  tak’  thy  seat  wi’  seraphs  high, 

To  tune  thy  lays. 

To  Him  wha  heard  your  mournfu’  cry, 

And  heal’d  thy  waes. 
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As  yon  bright  beauty  clos’d  the  scene  of  day, 
And  left  his  purple  clouds  to  waste  away  ; 

Night  dropt  her  curtain  o’er  the  scene 
All  chirpling  Nature  hush’d  in  calm  repose, 
And  I  unto  yon  doleful  vale  arose, 

To  mourn  and  drop  a  fear  for  Jean. 


My  shiv’ring  limbs  did  bear  me  to  her  grave, 
Where  in  my  breast,  Grier s  wave  succeeded  wave,, 
(For  Sorrow’s  dart  had  pierc’d  me  keen,) 
Reflecting  on  her  sweet  remains  below, 

My  heart  burn’d  with  a  sympathetic  glow, 

While  tears  in  torrents  gush’d  for  Jean. 


O  cruel  tomb’  (my  fault’ring  tongue  did  say) 

That  wraps  the  sweetest  spark  of  Nature’s  ray 

‘  That  ever  bloom’d  ;  how  chang’d  the  scene 
Once  have  I  sought  and  found  her  lovelie  charms, 
Behind  yon  hills  in  Nature’s  darling  arms, 

‘  Where  oft  I’ve  fondly  clasp’d  my  Jean.. 


Witness— ye  rolling,  twinkling  stars  above, 

-  Who  ofc  hath  seen  our  harmless  joys  in  love, 

*  Unspotted  joys,  like  joys  unseen, 

And  oft  hatn  led  us  thro’  yon  gilded  grove, 

‘  Where  beauteous  scenes  enforc’d  our  minds  to  rove, 
‘  Pure  scenes,  bright  emblems  of  my  Jean. 

‘  Witness — ye  lofty,  shining  silver  moon, 

*  W7hose  glancing  horns  still  made  us  forward  run, 

*  Careering  thro’  the  dewy  gleam ; 

‘  Till  once  ye  wheel’d  us  round  again  to  roam 
‘  Our  late  trod  paths,  and  cheer’lie  spend  at  home, 

*  Tile  Night’s  remaining  joys  with  Jean. 

‘  Soon  to  her  sparkling  dwellings  we  return’d  ; 

‘  Plac’d  in  the  sofa,  there  our  bosoms  burn’d 
In  Love’s  unmingled  brightest  sheen. 

In  Virtue’s  lap,  we  clasp’d  in  others’  arms, 

I 

‘  And  fell  asleep,  transported  in  the  charms, 

‘  Till  Morn  again  did  hail  my  Jean. 

f  But  now, — no  more  on  her  the  dew  distils, 

-*No  more  she  ornaments  yon  lofty  hills, 

‘  For  Fate,  alas,  hath  chang’d  the  scene. 
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<  d  turn’d  my  chace,  from  mountains,  hills  and  dales, 
*  From  crystal  fountains,  banks  and  flow’ry  vales, 

To  range  among  the  dead  for  Jean.’ 

While,  thus,  my  dream-fled  joys  l  did  bemoan, 

I  heard  behind  a  hoarse, — an  eldrich  groan, 

Which  calmly  made  me  this  reply* 

“  Young  man,wouldyou  reverse  what  Heav’nhathdone, 
“  When,  hark,  this  sentence’s  past  on  ev’ry  one, 

“  Remember,  man  that  thou  must  die. 

«  The  dust  of  this  grave-yard  whereon  ye  stand, 

“  It  once  did  live  and  move,  till  Heav’n’s  command, 

“  DoomM  it  with  kindred  dust  to  lie, 

“  Then  know  that  all  alive  shall  soon  retreat 
**  From  Life’s  gay  morn,  to  share  the  Silent’s  fate  ; 

<«  Remember  man,  that  thou  must  die. 

“  But  as  for  Jean,  who  late  was  from  you  riven, 

«  She’s  now  a  shining  ornament  in  heaven. 

“  Spark’ling  in  Eternity ! 

Weep  not  for  her. — begone — weep  for  your  sins, 

“  For  soon  ye  must  leap  off  Time’s  roaring  linns, 

“  Remember  man,  that  thou  must  die.” 
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Another  Elegy,  on  the  same 

Wha  winna  mourn,  the  death  o’  Jean  ? 

Wha  winna  drop  a  tear  ? 

Wha  winna  still  her  dust  esteem,  - 
An’  count  her  mem’ry  dear  ? 

Sweet  Modesty  shone  in  her  een, 

Pure  as  the  chrystal  clear; 

Bright  Beauty  struck  her  visage  keen, 
Worth  hail’d  her  for  it’s  dear, 

Wi’  singin’,  till  ringin’, 

The  clifts  did  reply, 

Loud  dingin’,  swift  wingin’, 

The  echos  did  fly. 

Invitin’  was  her  lovelie  smile, 

That  deck'd  her  artless  face  ; 

Quite  free  o’  qunnin’,  void  o’  guile, 

Rich  stor’d  wi’  ilka  grace  : 

So  harmless  as  the  suckin’  child, 

Her  innocence  did  trace ; 

C 


Wi’  bloomin’  features,  meek  an’  mild, 
She  ding’d  the  human  race : 

Her  booty,  was  beauty, 

Wi’  virtue  an’  wit, 

In  beauty,  ilk  duty, 

Did  ring  in  her  hut, 


Humanity  reign’d  in  her  breast, 
Religion  in  her  heart ; 

Saft  Gentle  Feelin’s  on  her  prest, 
Keen  Pity  struck  her  smart : 

To  fellow  creatures  sair  opprest, 
Relief  she  did  impart, 

To  calm  the  troubled  mind  to  rest 
Her  judgment  was  alert : 

In  season,  her  reason, 

She  laid  to  the  plumb, 
Till  gazin’ ! — amazin’ ! 

Her  hearers  stood  dumb. 


ks,  bowers  an’  flbw’ry  vales 
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Mourn  her  a'  ye  puirlin*  rills, 

An'  echo  back  ye  dales  ; 

Mourn  her  a’  ye  spring  distils, 

An’  a’  ye  gentle  gales, 

Till  weepin’  Nature’s  passion  spills, 
An’  ilka  minstrel  wails ; 

In  faintin’,  heart  rentin’, 

I’ll  mourn  wi’  you  a’, 
Repentin’,  lamentin’. 

That  Jeanie’s  awa. 


MY  HUMBLE  PETITION  TO 

His  Royal  Highness ,  The  Prince  Regent , 

Praying  that  no  Alterations  be  made  in  the  Corn  Laws. 

Ye  mighty  Sire  !  wha  rules  this  nation, 

O  gie  thine  ear  an  inclination, 

To  hear  a  bardie’s  lamentation, 

In  sackclaitH  hotchin', 

To  see  his  Mither’s  black  d — n  m— -n, 

Fast,  fast  approachin’. 

C  2 


\ 


Arouse  my  boy  !  get  sword  an’  sash. 

For  G-d-sake  man  begin  to  smash, 

An’  gie  that  vile  Com  Bill  a  dash, 

Right  on  -the  head, 

An’  strike  it’s  whunstane  hearted  trashy 

.  -  Hayle  ten  times  death 


Swatch  my  mithar  an’  aunties  twa/ 

Just  turnin’  thin  an*  ^hfrpeless  stna,’ 

Their  hurdie  banes,  ance  like  a  wa’, 

Are  sharp  an’  cuttin' 
I  wadna  gie  a  fardin’  craw, 

For  a’  their  mutton. 


They’re  grown  as  yellow  as  the  stubble, 
Their  cheeks  are  fa’n  wi’  Hunger’s  trouble) 
That  thro’  them  ye  may  blaw  a  bubble, 

For  miles  awa’ 

O  bring  us  out  this  deadly  hubble ! 

Or  faith  we’ll  fa’. 


‘  Twad  gie  your  heart  an  unco  screed. 
E’en  melt  it  down  like  boilin’  lead, 
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To  see  the  Parents’  hearts  sair  bleed, 

Maist  like"  to  lea’e  them  ; 
To  hear  their  baimies  squeel  for  bread, 

An’  nane  to  gie  them. 

The  Minny  luiks  upo’  the  Dad, 

The  Dad  repays  theluik  fu’  sad;  ,  v 
The  baimies  squeel  an’  roar 

>  " 

Wi’  hunger  pale ; 

At  sic  a  sight  my  Royal  Lad, 

Your  heart  wad  fail. 

It’s  true,  it’s  true,  we  a’  can  tell, 

You’re  no  sae  ill  a  chiel  yoursel’, 

It’s  thae  confounded  imps  o’  h— 11, 

A’  roun’  about  ye, 

O  wi’  a  stick  come  on  pell-mell, 

It’s  just  your  duty. 

Say  they,  “  If  right  ye  understood, 

*  To  rise  the  corn,  it’s  a’  for  gude  ; 

* ’Twill  mak*  the  poorest,  row  in  food,” 

Curst  declaration  ; 

C  3 
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See  Britain  to  the  a-se  in  mud, 

0’  clean  starvation. 

An’  warn*  she'll  be,  as  true’s  your  born, 

If  ye  keep  back  the  foreign  corn  ; 

In  tit  for  tat  we  a’  shall  mourn,  *■ 

Without  exemption  j- 
For  down  she’ll  laare,  owre  head  an’  horn, 

Past  a’  redemption. 

For  Europe  wide,  will  tax  our  guids, 

Then  we  may  snool  an’  hing  our  fuds ; 

For  foreign  lads  will  swarm  in  cluds, 

An’  tak’  the  market, 

Then  we  get  back  our  glitt’rin’  duds, 

They’re  cheaper  sarkit., 

O  don’t  be  overcome  wi’  coxin’, 

Spit  in  your  luif  like  Johnie  Hoxin. 

An’  tell  them  a’  you’ve  learn’d  the  boxin’, 

An’  let  them  see’t, 

Till  ance  your  hearty  whaukin’  knocks  in 

Their  bane-mill  fleet  : 


They’ll  may  be  let  you  see  their  stars, 

An’  brag  they’re  ancient  sons  o’  Mars,. 

An’  what  they’ve  done  in  bloodie  spars, 

An’  what  they’ve  gi’en  a’, 
That  ilka  glory  o’  the  wars, 

They’  ve  been  a  mean  o’. 


W ars — !  fiend  infernal — kin  to  death, 
Black  be  the  name  an’  glories  baith, 

I’m  free  to  tak’  a  thund’rin’  aith, 

Wi’  yards  o’  Chorus, 
That  sic  anither  skelpin’  scaith, 

Ne’er  cam’  before  us. 


My  mither’s  got  a  wooden  leg 


The  ither’s  scarcely  worth  a  feg 


Now  wi’  her  stilt  an’  timber  keg, 

An’  wee  bit  sackie, 
She’s  like  a  cripple  gaun  to  beg,  > 

Or  devil  tak’  me. 


But  never  mind  their  gig-me-leeries, 

Their  flatt’rin’  speeches,  whims  an  wheeries, 


Just  wheel  them  roun’  like  whirfin’  peeries. 

Till  us  they  care  for  ; 
An  mind  my  boy,— by  quims  an’  queeries, 

It’s  that  you’re  there  for. 

An  now  in  hopes  you’ll  thus  salute  them, 

An’  wi’  a  cudgel  fairly  rout  them, 

Your  fau’ts,  I’ll  may-be  try  to  clout  them. 

Wi’  white  for  grey  j 
You  ken  yoursel’  you’re  no  without  them* 

On  onie  day. 

Hie  on !  my  boy’  the  cause  pursue, 

An’  like  a  patriotic  Blue, 

I’ll  join  to  beat  the  tyrant  crew ! 

Wi’  mony  a  willop. 

An’  ever  rest  your  servant  true, 

Dougal  M ‘Kill op* 


Epistle  to  a  Scotch  Bard. 


Cauld  March  had  on  her  snaw-white  frock, 
The  Midnight  wore  an  icy  lock, 

The  streets  were  clear’d  o’  decent  fouk, 

Till  Night’s  adjournin’. 
Save  Pols*  wha  roar’d,  “  Past  one  o’clock, 


In  a  fine  mornin’ 


O  sleepie,  sleepie,  I  sat  drousin’, 

Afore  a  cantie  ingle  bousin’, 

But  fain  was  I  to  hae  a  rousin’, 

To  clear  my  e’e, 

Then  Sandie’s  buiks  I  gied  a  tousin’, 

That  rais’d  my  glee. 

I  saw  a  Volume  big  an’  han’some. 

The  author’s  name  was  Jamie  Tamson, 
Whase  muse’s  pith  resembled  Samson, 

For  matchless  strength 
It  set  me  fidgin’,  loupin’,  dancin’, 

The  hale  night’s  length, 


*  A  common  phrase  in  Edinburgh  given  to  the  Police, 


so 

(Quo’  I)  1  or  twa-three  days  gae  roun’, 

1 11  gar  him  hear  Parnassus’  soun’, 

Clink  frae  auld  Scotia’s  darlin’  town, 

‘  As  nobles  deem’er ; 

‘  If  Musie  fa’s  na  in  a  swoon, 

‘  As  whyles  I’ve  seen’er. 
‘  But  if  she  winna  write  this  poet, 

I  swear  by  Jove,  an’  Jove  does  know  it, 

‘  A  punishment  she’ll  undergo  it, 

*  Baitli  sad  an’  grievin’ ; 

*  Her  mouth  wi’  a  rozet-en’,  I’ll  sew  it,  • 

‘  If  I  be  livin’,’ 

But  now,  I  think  she’s  bodin’  fair, 

I  hear  her  pen’s  begun  to  rair  j 
She’ll  fill  twa  sheets,  or  may*be  mair  } 

She’s  gaun  sae  weel ; 

A  o’  till  assist,  I’ll  gladly  spare, 

An’  ouk  a-tweel. 

An’  now  ye  auld  Parnassus’  ranger, 

(  Forgie  the  freedom  o’  a  stranger), 


Si 


if  e’er  ye  see  my  muse  in  danger, 

To  steal  or  beg  ; 

O  feed’er  in  Parnassus’  manger, 

Till  she’s  fu’  gleg. 

But  Jamie,  as  I  thus  salute  ye, 

You’ll  may-be  like  to  ken  about  me, 

An’  that  I’ll  tell,  but  dinna  doubt  me, 

I  winna  lie ; 

In  case  your  thund’rin’  Musie  clodt  me, 

An’  blin’  an  e’e. 

Sin’  Houdie  got  me  by  the  lug, 

It’s  three  and  twenty  twalmonths  snug  ; 

I  mind  o’t  faith  ! — ’twas  sic  a  tug, 

It  gars  me  min’ ; 
Hang  Cloots,  if  I  got  sic  a  rug 

Like  it  sin’  syne. 

First  thing  I  saw  was  Sheep  the  houdie, 
Thrang-makin’  me  a  wee  drap  croudie ; 

An’  then,  I  saw  a  bowl  o’  toddy, 

O  reekin’  rare } 


Then  in  cam’  monie  a  dandlin’  body, 

To  haud  the  fair, 


I  saw  them  eat  the  cheese  an’  bread  ! 

I  saw  them  drink  the  barley  creed  ! 
They  slugh’d  it  down  in  horrid  speed, 

An’  drunken  haste 
But  diel  a  ane  e’er  fash’d  their  head, 


To  bid  me  taste  ! 


But  I  lay  still,  an’  scorn’d  to  speak, 

Yet  slily  whyles,  I  gied  a  keek. 

An’  saw  ten  times  the  bicker  reek, 

Frae  ban’  to  hah’, 

“Till  a’  the  b-ches  grew  sae  sick, 

They  coudna  stan’ ! 

I  got  a  frock  to  fley  the  cauld, 

Then  bye  an’  bye  I  creep’d  an’  crawl’d ; 

An’  grew  as  monie  an  auld  wife  tauld, 

A  pleasant  fairie ; 

But  I  got  sax,  or  sev’n  year  auld. 

Then  turn’d  camstrarie. 


I  Was  a  diel  owre  a’  (he  Chaps, 

An'  aft  my  mither  gaed  me  waps. 

Tor  stealin’  maiks  an’ buy  in’  snaps, 

An*  curlie  sweeties. 
An’  butter  baiks,  an’  penny  baps, 

Prepar’d  in  cities. 


She  thought  I  was  mair  Rogue  than  Fool, 
Sae  sent  me  aff  to  Hislop’s  school, 

To  gie  my  roguish  tricks  a  cool, 

Wi’  blist’rin’  saws ; 
There  Domanie  made  me  sing  dool, 

Wi’  lead  tae’d  tause. 


I  saw  when  I  turn’d  black  an’  blae. 


Camstrairiness  wad  never  dae ; 
So  bye  an’  bye,  I  soon  cam’  tae, 


An*  read  like  hickitie 


J  rattl’d  owre  the  A,  B,  C 


As  fast  as  lickitie. 


But  when  I  got  in  th’  better  readin’, 
It  learn’d  me  the  mair  ill>breadin*. 
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Till  scuds  o’  tause  I  was  na’  heedin’, 

But  scorn’d  them  faith  { 
I  wadna’  yield  to  Hislop’s  screedin’, 

No,  even  to  death. 

My  mither  then,  poor  body  pled. 

An’  houp’d  I’d  be  a  better  lad, 

An’  a ’  to  win  my  wee  bit  bread, 

An’  cannie  livin’  ;  . 

She  sent  me  to  that  fat,  fat  trade, 

The  Muslin  weavin’. 

An’  there  I  was  a  rantin’  whim, 

As  ever  sat  upon  a  lim, 

Oh!  my  amendment  grew  but  dim, 

An’  unco  cloudie, 

‘  Twad  ta’en  the  hale  that  I  did  won, 

To  saut  my  croudie. 

But  when  I  sprang  to  five  feet  nine, 

Fare-weel  to  vice  o’  ilka  kin’ ; 

I  turned  like  a  douse  Divine, 

In  preachin’  preses, 

1  > 


> 
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Tire  hale  amusement  now  o’  mine, 

Is  bonnie  lassies*. 

But  min’,  it’s  a*  in  harmless  fun, 

I’m  no  like  some  son  o’  a  gun,' 

That  canna’  halt  till  mischief’s  done, 

tn  some  black  part,1 
Then  like  a  cuckold  coward  run, 

Or  pay  the  smaH. 

The  lassies  tell  me  I’m  no  able, 

But  that’s  a  Senseless,  groundless  fable, 

The  real  truth  is,  that  I’m  so  stable, 

That  vice  to  frustrate, 

I  hate  their  nastie  gamlin’  table,  . 

As  cat’s  hate  mustard.' 

I  grip  corruption  by  the  head, 

That  fin’t  a  trick' she  can’t  get  play’d,, 

In  open  green,  or  bow’ry  shade, 

I’ll  pledge  an  aith, . 

Iwadna  steer  the  purest  maid,  M 

To  do  her  scaitli. , 
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Yet  I  maun  own  tho’  ne’er  sae  waury* 

Som  etimes  the  jade  is  like  to  waur 
An*  fain  would  plunge  in  some  quarrie, 

That  I’se  no  name 
But  hoolie,  fun,  wi*  a’  your  hurrie, 

-■  r'.  :  i  •  ••  • 

I  hate  your  game.. 

Now,  a’  that  I  can  do,  is  weave,  - 

I  canna  bluid  but  wi’  my  neive** 

I  canna  fiddle,  I  canna  shave': 

I’m  nae  way  vext 

O’er  monie  trades  just  mak’s  a  slave, 

Is  aye  my  text.  . 

But  now,  or  I  conclude  my  clatter.. 

Your  rustic  muse,  O  man  be  at’er, 

Till  ance  she  twa  three  pages  blatter,. 

To  ane  unklen’d  ; 

Tho’  ane  you’ve  heard. o’  by  this  splatter*.- 

That  I  hae  penn’d. 

-  _  / 

*  The  author  to  whom  this  epistle  is  ;wrofe,  mentions  to  liis 
w  orks,  that  he  lets  blood,  plays  the  fiddle,  acts  the  barher,  &c.  be¬ 
sides  his  regular  employment,  which  is  weaving. 


Fareweel,  ye  Muse’s  fav’rite  laddie, 

I’m  but  her  humble  scodgie  caddie, 

An’  ’yont  that  name  I’ll  fairly  wad  ye. 

I’ll  never  will  op  ; 

But  may  you  shine  for  ever  gaudie, 

4. 

Dougal  M‘Killop.  . 

.  t-rr. '■  ;  '  -  ■ 

To  the  Noblemen  and  Gentlemen » 

OF  THE 

\  CALEDONIAN  HUNT. 

I 

ALL  hail !  ye  noble  sportin’  few, 

Bright  emblems,  o’  the  ancient  blue: ; 

Amang  the.  wet  an’  pearly  dew. 

On  Scotia’s  banks, 

A  humble  Caledonian  true, 

-  <  ‘  iiiiiliiti'ii  L  »  >  ■  > 

Here  gies  you  thanks. 

Nae  doubt,  presumption*  wagsher  tail.  . 

An’  threshes  like  a  ploughman’s  flail, 

Whun  I  wad  staa*  to  Gentles  had, 

Or  Noble’s  greets . 
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Wha’  am  but  like  a  crawlin’  snail,  '  \  rj 

Amang  your  feet. . 

Your  bluid  rins  in  a  noble  chart. 

O’  nae  new  manufacter’d  art ; 

Yet  what,  you’ll  stan’  wi’  a’  your  heart*  , 

An’  hearawee, . 

An’  I  sal  be  as  quick  an’  smart. 

As  ane  canbe.^ 

"  .  :  \J  •  -’s.  '  ; 

Lang  syne,  whun  I  was  but  a  callen. 

An’  stopt  a  bit  frae  Coils-field  dwallin*, 

I  mind  fu’  weel  how  I  ran  crawlin’ 

A'hint  your  heels, 

To  see  the  chace  an’  hear  the  bawlin’, 

Awa  by  Steele’s. 

6  *  .  it'-  '  1  <- 

Frae  Auchincruive,  to  auld  Barskimmin’, 

j.  ■b-r,;  ii.':  • 

O  glor’ous  parts  for  todies  whimmin  ; 

The  Pointers  youl,  then  out  theyWtrimmin’, 

•  Frae  a*  their  faes,  ' 

'  ■  C  •  .  a  .  t,r  * 

A  glegly  runnin’  swiftly  climmin’,  •'  -  •<  *-  *  - 

Up  woods  an’  braes*  l$nt  l  nudV7 

s.\  '  •  '  V  f  ‘  •  1  \> 


Hie  whippie  cracks*  the  hqrnie  blaws,- 

i  ' 

The  riders  fly  in  loud  huzzas, 

An’  loupin’  shueghs,  by  anesan’  twas, 

Our  hill  an’  dale  ;  . 
A’  strivin’  for  the  big  applause, 

O’  Todie’s  tail. . 


But  Todie  gies  them  a’  a  blawy 
For  weel  he.  kens  his  roadies  a’. 

He  turns— he  jinks — he  wyles  awa,  . 

.Lr— d  knows  how  lang^_ 
Till  monie  a  dog  ahin’  does  fa’, 

r  *■ 

;  "  ■  sir.:  »  k 

Scarce  fit  to  gang* . 

h-x  c-.-nv  ••  •  ;  ■  •  '  ;  •  , 

But,  O  the  cruel  whipperin, , 

See  how  he  lashes  up-  their  skin  -r 
They  youl  an’  squeel*p,’  mak’  a  din  ; . 

cNae  wo’ner  faith  ; 

The  brutes  can  neither  gang  nor  rin,. 

For  want  o’ breath. 

i  >-  r* 

<  '  *•  i  ■ 

Their  pechin’ sides  they  downa  lift,  j 


They  cour  in 


ies,  or  a  qlift* 
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Till  ance  their  legs  can  mak’  a  shift, 

Then  quick  they  burr, 
Aff  snoukin’,  smellin’  for  the'  drift, 

Owre  rig  an*  furr. 

Now  Tod  himsel’  begins  to  tire, 

His  hidey-hole  he’d  fain  aspire. 

An’  aff  he  whitters  til’t  like  fire,’ 

\  , 

Wi’  unspawn’d  measure, 
An’  leaves  them  a’  to  fin’  his  byre, 

Just  at  their  leisure. 

But  how  the  snoukie  leads  them  on  ; 

,•  t  •  ~  J  '  1 

They’re  at  the  den  ;  tod  cries  *  och-on, 

V 

‘  My  race  is  run,  an’  I  am  gone',% 

*  What  sal  I  dae  ; 

*  They’ll  crush  me  like  a  tatie  dcone, 

‘  Frae  tap  to  tae.’ 

Wee  tarries  in  the  hole  are  snoukin’, 

Gleg  spades,  an’  shools,  an’  picks  are  houkin’. 
Wee  Todie’s  breast  is  a’  a  goupin’,  * 

Wi’  perfect  fright; 
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To  see  the  yawnin'  crushers  loupin', 

Right  in  it’s  sights 

Destruction,  now  is  in  the  quarrie. 

See  how  the  tearin'  crushers  worrie, 

An’  gleg-some  chiels.  in  glee-some  hurrie; 

Loup  aff  their  Phillies,, 
To  snig  the  tail  in  thund’rin’  fury, 

Wi'  cruckit  gullies- 

The  cleverest  chiel  has  got  the  tail,  - 
Cock’d  in  his  hat  like  onie  flail. 

An’  now  they  scud  like  -  shots  o’  hail/ 

To  hae  a  feeding 

On  reekin’  roasts,  o’  roasts  the  wale, 

.  O’  Scotia’s  breedjn’.- 

Thus,  monie  a  day  ye’ve  gi-eh  tne  fun, 

*  Bout  Walflett  Braes,  an’  Braes  o’  Clun 
As  soon’s  the  chase  was  fair  begun, 

1  weel  attended 

E’en  till  the*time  that  it  was  run, 

An’  fairly  endit- 
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An’  now  on  my  twa  tott’rin  shanks, 

1  humbly  ben’  to  gie  ytm  thanks. 

An  pray  that  tods  on  Scotia’s  banks, 

May  breed  internal, 

To  re-creat  your  houghs  and  flanks, 

Frae  gouts  infernal. 

To  Mjss  J.  C. 

Who  sent  me  a  trimming  letter,  for  breaking  an  appointment. 

What  ails  ye  now,  by  bonny  bird,  J 

You  pierce  my  heart  at  ilka  word  ; 

L — d  they  rin  through  me  bkeLa  sword, 

OriJo^trianTl  dH£|j&y 
The  like  I  neither  saw  ibr  hefctd, 

Or  I’m  a  beggef.  •  :I.;  • 

Waur  than  the  wdrni-wood,  or  the  gall,  ■ 

They  bore  me  like  a  pegen-awl, 

•  3* 

Out  thro’  the  banes  into  the  saul, 

Ear  thro’  the  hide  n’t ;  i  -  .  , 
Sic  squeezin’  will  haet  . shortly  all,’ 

The  ither  side  o’t. , 
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O  jeanie,  Jeanie  baud  you  there,  ' 

Come  dash  your  bottle  down  the  stair, 

An’  burn  your  pen  forever-mair. 

Or  devil  speed  it ; 
Gang,  rather  rug  an*  tear  my  hair, 

Till  I  m  bell-headed. 
Some  o’  your  lines  for  lo’e  may  pass, 

An’  some  are  skite>as  rough?®  a  bass, 

The  maist  o’  which  out  owre  my  hass, 

Has  pinch’dly  roll’d, 
But  L— -d  for  to  be  ca’d  an’  ass, 

I  canna  thol’d. 

Your  pen  I  fear  was  sair  misguidit, 

I  ne’er  afore  was  sae  derided, 

Auld  Cloots  himsel’  wad  never  bide  it, 

But  since  ife  said, 
E’en  let  it  gang,  whate’er  betide  it, 

Por  me  its  dead. 

My  quarr'lin’  Queen,  but  rosie  flow?r, 

Throw  forth  a  smile,  an’  don’t  luck  sour. 


For  there’s  my  han’  I’ll  soon  be  owre. 

If  naething’s  ai  lin1 

An’  spen’  that  night  a  hauf  an  hour/ 

If  no  a  hale  ane. 


An’  then  if  I  will  not  advance, 

To  couch,  or  bed,  or  sofa  stance,4 
Or  till  some  corner  i’  the  trance, 

Or  yon  dark  room. 
Hag  aff  my  head  an’  sent  jto  France, 

In  a  baloon. 
gut  ere  it’s  wafted  owre  the  seas, 

I’ll  creesh  my  tongue  wi’  blairnie  grease. 
An’  do  the  best  1  can  to  please. 

When  I  come  over 
Mean-while,  I  am,  wi’  courtisies, 

Your  pained  lover. 


SOKJGS. 


BEAVE  MONTGOMERIE. 
Tune, — <<  The  Land  o’  the  ledU 


Mournfu’  news  ha’e  reach’d  us  a 
Frae  foreign  climes  far  awa’. 
Death’s  triumphant  rulin’  law 

Beigns  owre  Montgomerie. 

Ayrshire  hail’d  his  noble  birth, 
Scotia  sang  wi'  joyfu’  mirth. 
Foreign  climes  beheld  the  worth 
O’  brave  Montgomerie. 

Martial  order  to  preserve. 

King  an’  country  for  to  serve, 
Faithfu’  strained  every  nerve 
O’  brave  Montgomerie. 
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Silent  now  in  his  lang  hame. 

Worth’s  engrav’d  his  noble  fame. 
Honour’s  crown’d  the  deathless  name 
O’  brave  Montgomerie. 

Mourn  him  a’,  ye  foreign  lands, 

% 

Mourn  him  a’,  ye  martial  bands. 
Mourn  him  ye,  who  now  commands 
For  brave  Montgomerie. 

Restless  Oceans,  loudly  rear, 

Dolefu*  strains  let  England  pour, 
Scotia,  mourn !  thy  son’s  no  more ; 
The  brave  Montgomerie. 

Coilsfield,  hing  thy  bonny  brow. 
Gently  flow  ye  streamlet’s  row, 

A’  ye  braes  an'  ilka  knowe. 

Come  mourn  Montgomerie. 

Vernal  breezes  saflt  that  blaw. 

Trees  an’  flowerets  bloomin’  braw. 
Feather’d  minstrels,  ane  an '  a’. 

Now  mourn  Montgomerie. 


SONG. 


WELLINGTON'S  ADDRESS 


Bruoc’s  Address.' 


Britons  bauld,  though  Britons  few. 
On  the  Plains  o'  Waterloo  ; 

Britons,  heroes,  always  true, 

Torightsan’  liberty. 

Fire  your  blood,  my  vet’ran  boys. 
Usurpation's  yoke  despise  ; 

Slavery  fa*s  an*  slavery  dies. 

Before  brave  British  play. 


See  the  haughty  tyrant  comes,. 

See  his  darin’  warlike  sums  ; 

Hear  the  rattlin'  o'  his  drums. 

To  tie  sweet  Freedom’s 


We’ll  divert  him  wi’  the  charms, 

O'  our  swords,  an*  o*  our  arms  ; 

In  his  ear  we'll  strike  our  thairms. 

That  Britons  shall  be  free 
E  2 


Tho’  his  guns  like  thunder  roar. 
Fight  like  lions  as  before ; . 

Conquer  o’er,  or  kiss  the  gore. 

That  welcome*  bravery. 

See  the  lightnin’s  flashin’  bye, 
Dark’nin’  black  the  lourin’  sky. 
Traitor,  turn,  an',  coward,  fly, 

March,  heroes,  on  wi’  me- 

Europe’s  pest,  an*  Europe’s  foe, 

See  his  lang  decisive  blow. 

See  his  deadly  overthrow, 

Frae  thrones  an’  monarchy. 

•  ' '  ‘  *  4 

Sodgers — heroes  o’  renown. 

Laurels  fresh  await  our  crown. 

Liberty  is  Britain’s  own. 

Then  forward,  win  her  plea. 

'  ’  *  ’  •  *  .  „  ,  f  --T 
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SONQ. 

NOW  PEACE,  &c. 

Tune, — “  The  Sodger’s  return 

Now  Peace  hath  spread  her  joyful  wings. 
An’  loud  her  trumpet’s  soundin’. 

To  sheath  the  sword,  and  fight  no  more. 
For  liberty’s  aboundin'. 

Come,  gallant  sodger*  to  your  hame. 
Your  country's  crown’ditei’  glory ; 

•  V  * 

Forget  the  ^doleful  waes  Ot.wSar, 

For  joys  are  now  before  ye.  . 

Nae  roair  the  cannons  loudly  roar. 

Like  rollin’  peals  o’  thunder  ; 

Nae  mair  the  hostile  nations  fear. 

Nor  in  confusion  wonder. 

For  lie  wha  span  the  alav’ry  chains. 

To  bind  the  nations  under ; 

Again  hath  try'd  the  coward's  race, 

An'  left  his  threnelygrandeur. 

Yon  distant  foreign  lands,  that  oncer . 
Wi’  trumpets  were  alarmed, 

s  3  , 
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Are  gladen’d  wi'  the  peacefii’  smile, 

Wi’  joys  serene  are  charmed. 

Ye  lovin’  wives,  exult  wi»  joy. 

Your  husbands  are  restored  ;. 

tender  mothers,  meet  your  sons, 
Whase  absence  ye  deplored. 

Ilk’  leal  warm-hearted  maiden,  too. 

Your  fainted  hopes  recover, 

Itin  forth  an’  dearly  welcome  hame,. 
Your  true  -an’  foithfu’  lover. 

Thrice  welcome  han^e,  brave  sodger  lads. 
To  every  friendwtitt  owner ; 

Enjoy  our  social  friendly  ties. 

An’  wear  the  badge  o’  honour. 

SONG.  . 

WILLY  AND  NANCY. 

WILLY. 

I  listed  for  a  sodger  in  the  gallant  forty-twa. 
To  fight  for  oureonntrrthey  march  us  awa’. 
O’er  oceans,  to  nations  far  distant  frae  you, 
So  fare  ye  well,  lassie,  sweet  Nancy,  adieu/ 


It’s  down  at  Leith  harbour.  While  fair  blows  i 
Aloft  on  yon  billows.  We'll  early  set  sail, 
To  double  our  honours,  an’  glories  renew. 
So  fare  ye  well,  lassie,  sweet  Nancy,  adieu, 


NANCY. 

P  !  no,  my  dear  Willie,  that’s  grievin’  to  me, 
To  part  on  Leith  harbour,  it  never  shall  be, 
O’er  mountains,  thro’  desarts.  I’ll  wander  wi’ 
So,  bid  not  again  vour  sweet  — 


WILLY. 

'  , l  '  •  '*■*">  t 

Come  reason,  sweet  Nancy,  an*  do  not 
If  I  in  the  battles  be  doom'd  to  lie  low 
Then  lanely  you’ll  wander,  an’  sadly  y< 
The  day  ye  refused  to  bid  me  adieu. 

,  ’  ’  f  '•  , .  -  ^  * 

O !  how  will  ye  wander,  in  countries  ai 
Through  percliin’  an'  Lunger,  an’hazar 
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Whar  bloody  oppression,  our  foes  they  pursue, 
O!  think  on  it,  lassie,  .an’  bid  me.  adieu, 

NANCY. 

04  Willie,  O  i  Willie,  mair  happy  I'll  be. 

In  double  these  hazards,  if  present  with  thee. 
Than  with  the  attendance  to  Nobles  that's  due, . 
If  I  be  constrained  to  bid  ye  adieu. 

Moreover,  the  mournin'  o'  Nancy,  your  dear. 
Will  cross  the  wide  ocean,  an’  sound  in  your  ear. 
Till  lifeless  this  body  lie  hidden  frae  you ; 

For,  darlin’,  this  parting's  our  final  adieu. 

WILLY. 

Then,  lov’ly  young  Naney,  let  smilin’  disclose,  < 
To  change  thy  pale  features  again  like  the  rose, 
For  with  me  you’ll  wander  till  death  us  subdue. 
An’  never  till  then  will  we  take  our  adieu,  , 

BOTH. 

Ye  gentle  high  Power,  that's  rulin’  above,  . 

Our  shield  an’  protector  O  whisper  you'll  prove. 
An’  speed  our  returnin’,  our  joys  to  renew. 

Till  o.ur  longest  farewell,  an'  our  latest  adieu. 


i 


SONG. 


WHEN  GLOOMY  CLOUDS,  &c. 
Tune, w*  The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me.” 

When  gloomy  clouds  o’ergpread  the  skies. 
When  cauldly  blew  the  sleet  an’  rain. 
When  Nature’s  frown  forbade  to  rise 
The  rosy  flow’r  to  deck  the  plain. 

The  Winter’s  cloak  spread  o'er  the  hills,. 

The  snawy  garment  o’er  the  vales. 

The  howlin’  boughs  wi’  din’some  noise,-  - 
Loud  echo’d  to  the  east’ren  gales. 

Baith  dark  an’  stormy  was  the  night,  . 

The  Moon  did  hide  her  bUnkin’  horn  : 

Yon  wand’rin’  flocks  on  Aurthur’s  height. 

©  >  ■ 

Were  scatter’d  wide  an’  sadly  torn. 

Along  it’s  dreary  banks  I  stray’d. 

Undaunted  by  the  surly  scene  ; 

I  thro’ the  driftin’ snaw  did  wade, 

Awa’  to  see  my  bonny  Jean.  . 
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Her  dwelling  soon  did  me  surprise, 

I  gently  rapped  at  the  door  ; 

*  Who's  there  ?'•  the  lovely  damsel  cries, 

*  A  friend,'  quoth  I,  *  you've  seen  before.’ 

She  knew  my  voice,  an*  in  a  blink. 

The  door  wide  open'd  to  the  wa’, 
e  Tis  you,  my  lad,  if  right  I  think. 

Come  in,  the  night  doth,  cauldly  blaw* 

.  . 

I  clasp’d  my  arms  aroun’  her  waist. 

An*  held  her  to  my  batin'  breast ; 

Her  modest  Kps  I  sweet  did  taste  ; 

I  thought  mysel'  forever  blest. 

She  shew’d  me  to  a  han'some  room ; 

In  the  sofa,  we  sat  us  down. 

Her  modest  smile,  an'  rosy  bloom. 

Made  me  forget  the  cauld  night’s  frown*- 

v<Jh 

Again  I  twin'd  herin  ray -arms,  ; 

Again  I  kiss'd  her  o’er  an’  O'er;  ^  I  ; 

■  *  * 

An’  aye  she  swell’d  my  glowin’  charms, . 

I  thought  she  had  some  magic  pow'r. 


Too  soon  our  joyful  moments  fled, 
The  night,  on  wheels^  &d  hurry  on. 
An’  dawnin'  day  begari  to  Spread, 
Made  me  to  leave  my  lass  alone. 


But  fonder  hearts  than  purs*  that  nig] 
A’tween  twa  lovers  ne’er  was  seen 

1  .  *  r  • '  -  ■  • 

I  aye  shall  mind,  wi*  true  delight. 
That  happy  night  I  had  wi’  Jean. 


SONG. 


FAREWELL,  YE  JOYS  &  MORNIN 


Farewell !  ye  joys  o*  momin*, 
Wi*  laden’d  locks  ademin*, 

-Ye  only  swell  my  mournin*. 

Sin*  Jeanie  gaed  awa’ 


O !  Aurthur,  darlin’  treasure, 

Thy  joys  they  had  nae  measure. 
An'  boundless  was  my  pleasure, 

•  TillJeaniegaed  awa'. 

Thy  warblers,  sang  fu’  cheery, 

-  **■  ' »  i.~i  4  J  \ 

Ilk  ane  to  it’s  ain  deary ; 

Thy  braes  they  were  na  dreary , 
Till  Jeanie  gaed  awa*. 

Now  where  thy  brows  sae  wilein’  ? 
Ye’ve  tyn’d  your  joy  fu’  smilin’. 
An*  found  the  sting  o’  gullin’ 

Sin’  Jeanie,  gaed  awa’. 

Now  I  am  left  behind  her, 

Wi'  loads  o'  grief  to  mind  her  ; 

Ye  gloomy  braes  be  kinder. 

Sin’  Jeanie’s  gane  awa’. 

O  !  Death,  gae  swell  departures. 
Till  I  be  in  thy  captures. 

An*  rise,  my  saul,  in  raptures. 

Till  Jeanie  that’s  awa’.. 


L  J 


SONG. 

THE  WELLS  O’  WEARY. 

T UNEy — “  The  Ice  rig ” 

Will  ye  gang  through  the  King’s  Park, 
My  darlin’  young  deary  O, 

An  spen’  the  lee-lang  simmer’s  day, 
Aroun’  the  Wells  o’  Weary  O. 

There,  harmless  stray  sweet  tender  lambs. 
The  emblem  s  o’  my  deary  O, 

There,  massy,  twisted,  cliffy  rocks, 

Adom  the  Wells  o’  Weaiy  O. 

O  saftly  blaws  the  gentle  breeze. 

The  lav’rocks  sing  fu’  cheery  O, 

All  Nature  spreads  unmingl’d  joys, 
Aroun’  the  Wells  o’  Weary  O. 

See  lofty  Arthur’s  flow’ry  gems, 

Wi*  lustre  shinin’  clearly  O’ 

An’  chrystal  fountains  deck  the  scenes, 

*  Aroun’  the  Wells  o*  Weary  O. 

$ 
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There  lovers  rove,  wi’  ban’  in  han*. 

Then  gi’e  me  thine,  my  deary  O, 

An’  blythe  we’ll  spen’  the  gOwden  day, 

Aroun’  the  Wells  o’  Weary  O, 

| 

Then  hame  again  we’ll  fondly  steer. 

To  spen’  the  night  sae  dreary  O, 

In  pleasant  dreams,  admirin’  scenes, 

Aroun*  the  Wells  o’  Weary  O. 


SONG. 

FAREWELL  TO  OLD  EMBRO’. 

Farewell  to  old  Embro’,  it’s  mountains  an’  plains. 
Farewell  to  it’s  valleys,  an’  high  sounding  strains. 
Farewell  to  it’s  lassies,  sae  brisk  an’  sae  braw. 

An’  fare  ye  well,  Jessy,  the  flower  o’  them  a’. 

How  grievin’,  roy  darlin’,  this  partin’s  to  me  ? 
Weigh’d  down  with  oppression.  I'm  ploughin’  the  sea, 
An’  sad  I  look  back  on  yon  sceneries  sae  braw. 

But  chiefly  on  Jessy,  the  flower  o’  them  a’. 


* 
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Aroun’  yon  gay  meadows,  where  lav’rocks  do  sing, 
Where  blackbirds  do  whistle,  an*  echoes  do  ring, 

I  armed  my  lassie,  the  joy  o’  them  a’. 

The  laurel  an’  crown  o'  yon  sceneries  sae  braw. 

Ye  gentle  sweet  warblers,  send  forth  a  soft  strain. 
To  cheer  a  sad 'lover,  that’s  ploughin’  the  main ; 
To  cheer  a  sad  lover,  that  Sinks  in  despair. 

Lest  he  your  sweet  borders  shall  never  see  mair. 

Go  lend  a  sweet  note  to  young  Jessy,  my  dear, 
Wha’s  mournin’  her  laddie,  an’  droppin'  the  tear. 
Go  tell  my  returning,  on  wings  it  shall  fly, 

An’  then  we’ll  live  happy  in  raptures  o’  joy. 


SONG. 

BENEATH  YON  TWINKLIN’,  &c. 
Tune,—"  The  lee  rig.” 

Beneath  yon  twinklin’  stary  light, 
Whar  vales  are  buskit  bonny  O, 

I’ll  meet  my  lovely  Chief  o’  joys. 

If  joys  there  can  be  ony  O. 

P  2 
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Her  lips  are  like  the  dewy  rose. 

Her  features  fair  an’  comely  O. 

Her  eyes  are  like  the  chrystal  clear. 

Or  fountains  never  drumly  Q. 

Her  slender  waist  bewyles  the  heart. 
Her  graces  wad  surprise  ye  O; 

The  bendin’  lilly  fades  an’  dies. 

In  presence  of.  Eliza  O. 

What  rantin’  rover  wou’d  betray 
My  modest,  harmless  lassie  O, 

She  soothes  the  stranger's  heavin’  sighs. 
She’s  kind  an’  never  saucy  O. 

Nae  flow’ry  shades,  nae  woods,  nor  braes, 
Tho’  bloomin’  e’er  sae  cheery  O, 

Can  bring  to  me  unmingled  joys. 

Unless  I’m  wi’  my  deary  O. 

Let  knaves  pursue  to  heaped  wealth. 

On  roads  baith  lang  an*  dreary  O  j 
I’ll  mind  nae  ither  care  o*  life. 

Than  live  an’  bless  my  deary  O. 


SONG. 


NOW  FARE  YE  WELL,  &c. 


Now,  fare  ye  well,  my  lovely  Jean, 
To  Rosliti  I  maun  gang  awa’ ; 

An’  sleep  below  yon  fLow'ry  green. 
That  welcomes  me  for  gude  an’  a' 


How  sweet  the  joyfu’  days  we’ve  spent, 
Wi*  kisses  fonid  atween  us  twa ; 

An?  aye  our  smilin’  hearts  were  bent. 

To  drive  all  mournin’  sighs  awa’. 


When  ye  were  linkit  in  my  arms. 

The  cheery  banks  were  charm’d  by  thee 
Thy  smiles  possess’d  a  thousand  charms, 

*  That  made  the  warblers  sing  wi*  glee. 


But  waes  my  heart,  these  days  are  gane. 

Wi’  a’  the  joys  we  ever  saw. 

An’  leaves  you  here  to  sigh  alane. 

When  craft  I'm  in  the  drousy  raw. 

F  3 
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How  waefu’  is  this  sobbht’  heart. 

An  dolefu’  is  it’s  piercin’  mourn, 
When  I  but  think  that  we  maun  part. 
For  back  again  I’ll  ne’er  return. 

But,  muse  on  this,  my  bonny  Jean, 
That  far  beyond  yon  blinkin’  moon. 
We- 11  trace  that  happy  shore  unseen. 
To  share  these  endless  joys  aboon. 


SONG. 

THE  QUEEN  AMANG  THE  LASSIES, 

Come,  lads  an  lassies,  arm  an’  stray, 

Whar  ilk  thing  grows  greeny  O 
There,  look  an’  mark  the  dazlin’  spark. 

That  flyeth  frae  my  Jeany  O  ; 

Her  glancin’  looks  an’  dimplin’  cheeks, 
A’  ither  maids  surpasses  O, 

Her  shinin'  een  adorns  the  e’en, 

She  s  queen  aijtang  the  lassies  O, 
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The  trees  may  bud,  an'  hawthorns  bloom. 

An'  rivers  flow  sae.  streamy  O, 

Ilk  flow’r  in  May  may  bloom  in  ray. 

But  naething  like  my  Jeany  O. 

Her  modesty  attracts  the  e’e, 

O’  ev’ry  lad  that  passes  O; 

The*  blythe’s  her  smile,  she  can’t  beguile, 
She's  queen  amang  the  lassies  O. 

When  lav’rocks  fly,  an’  mount  the  sky, 

Wi’  flitt’rin’  wings  sae  gleamy  O. 

They  tune  their  throats,  an’  sing  their  notes. 
But  ne* er  sae  sweet  as  Jeany  O. _ 

Her  tender  voice  doth  chaunt  the  finch. 
That  warbles  in  the  bushes  O, 

It  cocks  it’s  ear,  fu*  keen  to  hear 
The  queen  amang  the  lassies  O. 

When  summer  comes,  then  Nature  blooms. 

Ilk  thing  is  sweet  an*  gleamy  O, 

But  what  can  be  mair  sweet  to  me. 

Than  my  young  chantin’  Jeany  O  ? 

Her  huey  lips  doth  charm  my  heart, 

Sae  kindly  are  her  kisses  O, 

Her  claspin’  arms  doth  raise  my  charms. 
She’s  queen  amang  the  lassies  O. 
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SONG. 

SWEET'S  MY  HOUR  THAT  PASSES  O. 
Tune.—"  Green  grows  the  thrashes  O.” 


I  ha’e  nae  care  o'  warl’s  gear, 

I  ha’e  nae  care  that's  fashes  O, 

But  just  ae  care  I  ever  .wear, 

A  care  amang  the  lassies  O. 

Sweet's  my  hour  that  passes  O, 

Free  o’  warl’s  lashes  O, 

While  money  fools,  ha’e  mony  dools, 
I'rii  blythe  amang  the  lassies  O. 

* 

Awa’  wi’  riches’  flatt’rin'  strain. 

For  riches  are  deceivin’  O, 

Gi’e  me  a  lassie  in  my  arms. 

An*  that’s  a  balm  for  grievin’  O. 

Sweet's  my  hour,  &c. 

The  guineas  are  uncertain  flow’rs. 

To  warl’y  chiefs  that  wag  them  O, 

For  Fate  doth  blast  their  flow’ry  leaves. 
An’  leaves  a  thorn  to  jag  them  O. 
Sweet’s  my  hour,  &c. 
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21k  day  to  me  brings  on  it’s  wings, . 

A  fresh  supply  o'  blisses  O, 

Then  night  doth  charge  and  summons  me, 
Awa'  to  see  the  lassies  O. 

Sweet's  my  hour,  &c. 

Let  Pinchie  grunt,  let  Hardie  grane. 

An’  live  like  senseless  asses  O, 

Here  is  the  lad.that  deadly  loves. 

To  rant  amang  the  lassies  O. 

Sweet's  my  hour  that  passes  O,  . 

Free  o'  warl’s  lashes  O, 

While  money  fools  ha'e  mony  dools, 
I'm  blythe  amang  the  lassies  O. 


SONG. 

BLOOMIN'  SUMMER. 
TONEyr-"  Gloomy  winter's  new  awa'.” 

Bloomin’  summer’s  now  come  in, 
Gently  blaws  the  west’ren  win*. 
Bonny  blooms  the  yellow  brim. 

An’  ilka  thing  leuks  cheery  O*. 
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Surly  blasts  are  gane  awa’. 

Warm’s  the  blink  that  banish’d  snaw, 
Saft  the  windin’  breezes  blaw, 

Amang  the  braes  sae  briery  O. 

Charmin’  are  the  braes  o’  Stair, 

Ilka  thing  is  void' o’  eare, 

Nature’s  bloomin’  fresh  an’  fair,  . 
Like  thee,  my  smilin’  deary  O.  • 

Shinin  are  the  streamin’  springs. 
Glancin’  dew,  like  chrystal,  hings. 
Sweet  the  chantin’  mavis  sings, 
lit  praise  o’  thee,  my  deary  O. 

Blythe’s  thy  smile,  my  bonny  Jean, 
Black’s  thy  twa  bewitchin’  een, 

Shinin*  like  the  purest  stream. 

My  lovely  chantin’  deary  Or 

Come  let  s  spend  our  youthfu’  days, 
Down  the  banks  by  Walflett  braes. 
Harmless  sport,  an*  gatfier  slaes, 

We’ll  stray  an*  ne’er  be  weary  O. 
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SONG. 

JESSY’S  FAR  FRAE  HERE. 

TuXEy—-'*  Banks  an’  braes  o’  bonny  Boon 

Ye  silver  streams  that  wind  sae  clear, 

An’  trinkle  down  your  artless  way. 

Ye  roarin’  linns,  ye  woods  an’  braes. 
Refresh’d  wi*  a’  the  sweets  o*  May ; 

Tho’  bright’s  your  balmy  vi’lets*  bloom. 
An’  sweetly  smells  your  scented  brier ; 
Yet  dim’s  the  bloom,  an’  faint’s  the  smell 
To  me,  since  Jessy’s  far  frae  here. 

Ye  sweet  primroses,  deck  the  brae, 

Hing  gently  down,  ye  bells  b'  blue. 
Bloom  fair,  ye  roses,  in  the  eve, 

I  covet  none  o’  you  to  pu’. 

Ye  wood-bines  in  your  bonny  twine. 

Ye  trees,  that  blossoms  sweetly  bear, 
Your  simmer  verdure’s  winter  bare 
To  me,  since  Jessy’s  far  frae  here. 
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Sing  on,  ye  little  tender  birds. 

But  lost’s  your  music  wi’  its  pow’r ; 
Those  lightsome  notes  in  vain  ye  raise, 
To  cheer  me  in  this  dreary  hour. 
Farewell,  ye  woods  an1  bonny  braes 
Farewell,  ye  scen’ries  far  an’  near  ; 
Your  joys  but  yield  me  cruel  pain. 

Sin  ce  darlin’  Jessy’s  far  frae  here. 


SONG. 

ARTHUR  BANKS  AN’  FLOW’RY  BRAES. 
Tune,—“  Logan  Braes .** 

Arise !  my  dear,  let  cares  begone. 

An’  gi’es  thy  han*  to  wander  on  ; 

Whar  fond  the  bonny"  lambkin  plays. 

On  Arthur  banks  an’  flow’ry  braes. 

Hark !  lav’rocks  whislin’  in  the  height. 
While  little  birds  in  songs  unite ; 

To  cheer  the  heart  that’s  full  o*  waes, 

On  Arthur  banks  an’  tfow’iy  braes. 
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'Whar  vales  tlieir  beauties  sweet  display’d, 
There,  *n»  in  arm,  we’ve  fondly  stray’d, 
Listenin’  to  the  cheerin’  lays. 

By  Arthur  banks  an  flow’ry  braes. 

O^waes  my  heart,  that  I  ha’e  been 
Sae  lang  a  stranger  frae  my  Jean, 

An’  spent  sae  many  younger  days. 

Far,  far  awa’  frae  Arthur  braes. 

But  now  we’re  met,  just  out  our  teens, 

To  live  an*  see  these  happy  scenes ; 

An’  blythly  spend  our  gowden  days. 

By  Arthur  banks  an*  flow’ry  braes. 

An’  when  gude  age  hath  crown’d  us  twa. 
May  we  be  doom’d,  for  gude  an*  a’, 

1  o  smile  in  yon  celestial  rays. 

Far  nobler  scenes  than  Arthur  braes. 
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SONG. 


JOHNNY  DOURIE. 


Johnny  Dourie  lik’d  a  drap, 

Johnny  danc’d,  an’  Johnny  lap. 

An’  O,  but  he  was  frisky  O. 
Jenny  she  flew  on  his  tap, 

Jenny  swore  she’d  break  the  cap. 

An’  fling  awa*  the  whisky  O. 

Johnny’s  spirit  then  got  rous’d, 

Johnny  drank,  an’  Johnny  bous’d. 

An’  O,  but  he  was  frisky  O. 
Jenny’s  tongue  got  fairly  lous’d, 

Jenny  swore,  and  Jenny  vow’d. 

To  fling  awa’  the  whisky  O. 

Johnny  he  sprung  ta  Ms  feet, 

Jenny  she  clink’d  on  his  seat. 

An’  then  she  turn’d  fu’  frisky  O. 
*  * 

Johnny  ran  for  barley  weet, 

Jenny  ’greed  to  pay  the  heat. 

For  weel  she  lik’d  the  whisky  O. 

*  ' 
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Johnny  he  wou’dask  nae  mail*. 

Clink’d  beside  her  on  the  chair. 

The  caries  turn’d  fu’  frisky  O. 
They’d  a  shilling  for  to  spare. 

So  they  drown’d  their  thought  an’  care, 
In  bumpers  o’  the  whisky  O. 

SONG. 

FAREWELL  TO  JEAN. 
Tune—“  The  land  o’  the  leal.” 

F  arewel^  my  lovely  dear  Jean, 

The  time  is  drawing  hear,  Jean, 

When  I  maun  leave  you  here,  Jean, 

An’  silent  be  for  ay. 

O  vain’s  the  life  o'  man,  Jean, 

His  life  is  but  a  span,  Jean, 

An’  soon  he  turneth  wan,  Jean, 

To  moulder  in  the  clay. 


An  hour  it  is  na  mine,  Jean, 

Nor  yet  it  is  na  thine,  Jean, 

To  death  I  will  resign,  Jean, 

An’  en’  this  warl’s  care. 

Hbw  lonely  here  I  lye,  Jean, 

In  hearing  o’  thy  sigh,  Jean, 

My  saul  fain  wou’d  it  fly,  Jean, 

To  where  we  mourn  nae  main. 

Clear  up  that  mournin’  e’e,  Jean, 

An’  weep  nae  mair  for  me,  Jean, 

We  only  part  awee,  Jean, 

An’  syne  we  meet  again. 

Soon  flies  this  fleetin*  breath,  Jean, 
Then  joys  shall  crown  us  baith,  Jeap, 
Beyond  the  realms  o’  death,  Jean, 

For  ever  to  remain. 
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SONG. 

WHILE  FOUNTAINS  SPRING  CLEARLY. 

While  fountains  spring  clearly, 

While  clouds  drop  the  rain 
My  lovely  young  Jessy 
I  ne'er  will  disdain. 

How  sweet  is  yon  blossom 
That  blooms  on  yon  tree. 

But  sweeter's  the  bosom 
O’  Jessy  to  me. 

She’s  modest,  she's  bonny. 

She’s  blythe,  and  she’s  free. 

Like  a  bundle  o’  rosies. 

Her  breath  is  to  me. 

O  Maidens  you’re  saucy, 

I  pray  you  begone. 

No  nymph  is  my  lassie. 

Save  Jessy  alone. 

G  3 
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SONG. 

THE  BANKS  O’  CLYDE. 

Tuhe — “  Logan  Braes .” 

Awa’,  awa',  my  Jamie's  gane. 

Out  owre  the  seas,  far,  far  frae  hame. 
He's  gane,  an’  cross’d  the  ocean  wide. 
An’  left  the  bonny  banks  o'  Clyde. 

Awa’  he’s  gane  to  fight  his  foe. 

An’  left  me  here  in  grief  an’  woe  ; 

My  Love,  who  led  me  by  his  side, 
Alang  the  bonny  banks  o’  Clyde. 

On  Govan  banks,  whar  Clyde  doth  flow. 
There  ilka  laddy  arms  his  joe  ; 

While  lanely  I  maim  mourn  and  chide. 
Upon  the  bonny  banks  o’  Clyde. 

O,  in  the  rosy  month  o’  May, 

The  lav’rock  rais’d  it’s  cheerfa’  lay. 

The  mavis  sang,  the  blackbird  cry’d. 
Aroun’  the  bonny  banks  o’  Clyde. 
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The  gowans  spread,  ilk  flower  sprang. 

My  Love  as  sweet's  the  day  was  lang. 

My  heart  he  gain'd  to  be  his  bride. 

When  waukin’  on  the  banks  o’  Clyde. 

• 

O  woe  be  to  those  wars  in  Spain, 

They  ve  ta  en  fVae  me  my  darlin'  swain. 
An  cross’d ‘him  owre  the  ocean  wide. 

Far  frae  the  bonny  banka  o' Clyde. 

O,  if  the  high  an’  heav’nly  Pow’r, 

Wou  d  shield  my  Love  frae  danger’s  hour. 
An  owre  the  seas  him  safely  guide. 

Back  to  the  bonny  banks  o’  Clyde. 

Our  parting  day  neter  wou’d  he  seen. 
Until  that  death  struck  in  between. 

Then  a’  our  joys  we’d  lay  aside. 

An’  leave  the  bonny  banks  o’  Clyde. 


k 
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SONG, 

BEHIND  YON  HILLS  O'  LOFTY  HEIGHT. 

Tune—"  Of  a’  the  arts  the  win'  can  blatv" 


Behind  yon  hills  o’  lofty  height, 

I  dearly  love  to  stray, 

Whar  lads  an’  lassies  fondly  sport. 

An’  spen'  the  gowden  day ; 

The  cheery  plains  remind  the  strains, 
O’  purest  joys  unseen ; 

An’  ilka  flow’r,  deck’d  in  the  bow’r. 
Blooms  like  my  bonny  Jean. 

When  dressin’  Nature  busks  the  vale. 
An’  sprinkles  on  her  dew  ; 

Her  bonny  silver  mantle  shines. 

Out  o’  the  clearest  hue ; 

Baith  neat  an’  fair,  wi’  splendour  rare. 
She  dazzles  a’  our  een ; 

Yet  fairer  dress,  she  maun  confess. 
Adorns  my  bonny  Jean, 
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How  sweetly  in  the  summer's  e’en. 
She  skips  the  gilded  plain ; 

While  all  the  little  warblin’  ban’s. 

Sing  welcome  back  again. 

Their  tender  noise,  sen’s  cheery  joys. 
Thro’  a’  the  hills  atween  ; 

Till  ilka  dale,  an’  flow’ry  vale, 

Pays  homage  to  my  Jean* 

Her  harmless  smile,  an’  modest  een. 
Hath  caught  my  fancy  fair ; 

Hfer  hue  an’  rosy  dimplin’  cheeks. 
Proclaim  her  beauty  rare. 

Her  graces  sweet,  an’  make  complete. 
Doth  strike  a  comely  scene ; 

An’  kin’le  love,, like  that  above, 
’Tween  me  an-’  bonny  Jean, 

Whene'er  the  sun  begins  to  dawn. 

An’  spread  his  shinin'  ray, 

I  muse  upon  her  lovely  charms. 

Until  the  dose  o’  day ; 

Then  to  repose  my  comrade  goes,  „ 
While  slily  I  unseen. 

Slips  out  o’  sight,  an’  wings  my  flight, 
Awa*  to  see  my  Jean. 
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SONG. 

BONNY  PEGGY  O. 

Tune—"  The  shearing’s  no  for  you” 

Don  t  you  mind  o’  Arthur  braes,  bonny  Peggy  O  ? 
Don't  you  mind  o’  Arthur  braes,  bonny  Peggy  O  ? 
Don’t  you  mind  o’  Arthur  braes  ? 

Where  I  saw  you  bleachin’  claes, 

Down  beneath  yon  cheerin’ lays. 

Bonny  Peggy  O. 

There  you  did  my  fancy  wile,  bonny  Peggy  O, 
There  you  did  my  fancy  wile,  bonny  Peggy  O, 
There  you  did  my  fancy  wile, 

There  your  gentle  modest  smile, 

Prov'd  your  beauty  free  o’  guile. 

Bonny  Peggy  O* 

It  was  there  we  first  did  stray,  bonny  Peggy  O, 

It  was  there  we  first  did  stray,  bonny  Peggy  O, 

It  was  there  we  first  did  stray. 

In  the  rosy  month  o*  May, 

When  the  bonny  lambs  did  play. 

Bonny  Peggy  Q.  - 
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There  you  vow’d  to  be  my  bride,  bonny  Peggy  O, 
There  you  vow’d  to  be  my  bride,  bonny  Peggy  O, 
There  you  vow’d  to  be  my  bride. 

As  ye  cuddled  by  my  side 
Looking  at  yon  flowin’  tide. 

Bonny  Peggy  O. 

There  we’ll  spend  our  happy  .days,  bonny  Peggy  O, 
There  we’ll  spend  our  happy  days,  bonny  Peggy  O, 
There  we’ll  spend  our  happy  days, 

There  we’ll  soothe  our  grief  an’  waes. 

Till  the  scene  o’  life  decays. 

Bonny  Peggy  O. 

SONG. 

DRINK  TILL  WE  BE  JOLLY  O. 

Tune — «  Green  grows  the  thrashes  0.” 

» 

Ye  merry  lads,  in  social  hours, 

Wi'  hearts  baith  blythe  an’  frisky  Q, 

Gome  join  the  chorus  o’  my  song. 

An’  praise  the  darlin’  whisky  O* 
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Drink  till  we  be  jolly  6, 

Drink  till  we  be  jolly  O, 

To  want  our  drink,  while  we  ha'e  clink. 

Is  just  the  height  o’  folly  O. 

The  toils  an’  cares  o’  weary  life, 

Aroun’  us  hover  dusky  O ; 

But  let  us  push  the  gloomy  cloud, 

Aff  wi’  the  darlin'  whisky  O. 

Drink,  &e. 

Ye  chiefest  joy  that  we  can  ha’e, 

Gude  faith  we’ll  fairly  risk  ye  O, 

For  bickers  o’  the  barley  bree. 

An*  cogs  o*  darlin’  whisky  O, 

Drink,  &e. 

There  some  maun  stop  for- conscience  sake. 
Or  e’er  their  tongues  get  lispy  O, 

But  faith  we’re  blest  wi’  better  sense. 
Than  sae  affront  the  whisky  O. 

Drink,  &e. 


Tho’  our.  gude  book,  misca’s  the  wine. 
For  bein’  a  flamin’  casky  O, 
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The  fient  a  word,  frae  en’  to  en, 

’S  against  the  darjin’  whisky  O. 

Drink,  &c. 

Our  joys  are  nought  bftt  infant  joys. 

Till  ance  we’re  fairly  tipsy  O, 

Then  merriment  begins  to  smile. 

Out  owre  the  darlin'  whisky  O. 

Drink,  &c. 

Shou’d  canker’d  queans  e’er  nip  our  joys, 
Wi  senseless  deavin*  clashes  O, 

Deal  drive  a  bung  ayont  their  topgues. 
An’  fill  up  a’  their  hasses  O. 

Drink,  &c. 

To  leave  the  cask  afore  it’s  din. 

Our  hearts  begin  a  grumblin'  O, 

Come  ricket  ben  the  ither  cog. 

Till  owre  the  chairs  we’re  tumblin'  O. 

v  Drink  till  we  be  jolly  O, 

Drink  till  we  be  jolly  O. 

To  want  our  drink,  while  we  ha’e  clink. 
Is  just  the  height  o’  folly  O. 
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SONG. 

THE  BONNY  BIRD  O'  AUCHTER-TOIX. 

Tune — “  Green  grows  the  thrashes  0.” 

I’ll  shun  the  weary  cares  o’  life. 

An’  a’  it’s  endless  fashes  O, 

An’  sing  o’  Jean,  my  bonny  bird. 

The  flow’r  o’  a*  the  lassies  O. 

Green  grows  the  thrashes  O, 

Green  grows  the  thrashes  O, 

The  bonny  bird  o’  Auchter-toll, 

Is  flow'r  o*  a’  the  lassies  O. 

When  I  sit  by  my  lassie’s  side. 

Her  smiles  are  aye  sae.  cheery  O, 

I  twine  my  arms  around  her  neck, 
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And  owns  her  for  my  deary  O. 

Green  grows,  &s§. 

Snug  in  my  arms,  she’11  ne’er  say  no. 

To  twa  three  score  o’  kisses  O. 

Fu’  modestly  Bhe  turns  her  mou’, 

An’  seldom  ever  misses  O. 

Green  grows,  &c. 


Tho'  1  shou’d  live  a  thousand  years. 
Beneath  yon  twinklin'  sphery  O, 
The  chiefest  joy  that  I  can  ha’e, 
Iscuddlin’  wi’  my  deary  O. 

Green  grows  the  thrashes  O, 
Green  grows  the  thrashes  O. 
The  bonny  bird  o'  Auchter-toll, 

,  Is  flow’r  o’  a '  the  lassies  O. 


SONG. 

OH!  DREARY  HOUR. 
Tvne—<c  Banks  an'  braes  o’  bonny  Doon .’* 

* 

O  l  Dreary  hour,  when  wilt  thou  fly. 

To  ease  me  o’  a  cruel  pain ; 

When  shall  thy  frownin’  looks  depart. 

To  bring  my  Jeany  back  again. 

Wi*  slowly  steps,  I  lanely  stray’d. 

To  meet  my  nymph  by  Powie’s  burn ; 
But  O,  alasl  that  happy  day 

Had  not  arriv'd  for  Jean's  return. 
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Ye  little  birds  that  chaunt  yon  vale. 
And  sing  out  from  yon  bonny  tree; 
Send  forth  your  sweet  invitin'  songs. 
To  bring  that  lassie  back  to  me. 

Ye  gentle  mavis  in  the  grove. 

An'  larks  aboon  yon  flow’ry  green. 
Come  join  wi’  songs  the  cheery  band, 
To  welcome  hame  my  bonny  Jean, 


SONG, 

THE  FLOWER  O'  THE  SCENE. 
Tune*—"  The  Flower  o'  Dumblane." 

While  strayin'  in  view  o’  proud  waters  swellin’, 
Unsilent  in  motion,  but  never  can  gain ; 
Sweet  valleys  around  with  flowers  excelling 
Had  deck'd  wi’  beauty  the  sweet  dewy-plain. 
The  mavis  sang  cheery  an’  sweet  o’  my  deary. 
An’  lilted  among  the  clad  bushes  o'  green  ; 

No  warbler  seem’d  eerie,  but  careless  an*  cheery. 
All  praisin’  sweet  Jessy,  the  flow'r  o'  the  scene.. 
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How  sweet  is  the  dawning  o*  ilka  May  mornin’. 
Perfumed  wi*  fragrance,  by  Beauty’s  glad  beam. 

An’  sweet  are  the  blossoms  with  lustre  adornin'. 
Resemblin’  young  Jessy,  the  flow’r  o’  the  scene. 

How  artless  her  smilin’,  baith  simple  an'  wilein'. 
For  modest  and  gentle's  her  bonny  black  een  ; 

An'  sweet  as  the  lilly,  to  constant  young  Willy, 
Is  sprightly  young  Jessy,  the  flow’r  o'  the  scene. 

Ilk  laddie  may  sing  in  praise  of  his  lassie. 

An’  smell  o’  her  sweetness  in  ilka  bright  gleam. 

But  sweeter  than  either,  is  slender  young  Jessy, 
My  slender  young  Jessy,  the  flow'r  o’  the  scene. 

How  slily  she’s  stealin'  my  tenderest  feelin’. 

Yet  deep  in  her  bosom  simplicity's  seen  ; 

Admirin’  an’  gazin’.  I’ll  ever  be  praisin', 

My  lovely  young  Jessy,  the  flow'r  a'  the  sceije. 


H  S 


SONG. 


BONNY  YOUNG  JEAN. 


O  the  lillies  that  sweetly  are  springinV 
In  orchards  Mid  valleys  sae  green. 
An’  linnets,  sae  fond  o*  sweet  singin’,. ' 
Are  charm'd  wi'  the  air  o’  mv  Jean. 


Proud  rivers  that  haughty  are  flowin’ 
Wi*  mony  a  stary  bright  gleam  ; 
An’  gowans  that  lofty  are  growm*. 
Are  put  to  the  blush  by  my  Jean. 


Tho’  queens  ha’e  a  palace  to  bide  in 
An’  nobles  to  wait  on  their  ca’ ; 
Princesses  a  coach  for  to  ride  in, 

A  fig  for  the  ane,  or  the  twa. 


heir  grandeur  at  best  is  but  folly. 
Their  airs  an’  their  capers  but  mean 
heir  gigles  wou*d  frighten  a  colly. 

An*  furnish  a  laugh  for  my  Jean. 


Ae  ev’nirig  I  gaed  to  see  Betty, 

Wha's  fam’d  for  beauty  sae  fair ;  - 
But  O,  she  look’d  canker’d  an*  petty. 

To  ilka  young  chiel’  that  was  there. 

Next  day,  I  said,  *  laddies,  you’re  truin’ 

*  Concernin’  yon  lassie  yestreen  ; 

*  She  smiles  like  a  young  monkey  gruin' 

*  Compar’d  to  my  bonny  young  Jean. 

Let  a’  the  young  lassies  be  gather’d, 
Frae  a*  the  wide  nations  aroun’. 

When  buskit  an’  bonnily  feather'd. 

Lac’d  up  in  their  Sunday’s  new  gown 

Vow  me,  but  they'll  cut  a  droll  figure. 
As  comical's  ever  was  seen ; 

They’ll  startle  an’  rin’  like  a  tyger. 

At  sight  o’  my  bonny  young  Jean. 


SONG. 


THE  "BONNY  LASS  O’  LARGIE. 


By  yonder  streams  an’  flow’ry  braes, 
Whar  warblers  sing  fu’  cheery  O, 

I’ll  rove  an*  stray,  by  night  or  day. 

An’  arm  my  chantin’  deaiy  O. 

Yori  glitt’rin'  valleys,  deck’d  wif  dew, 
Wi’-a’  their  .flow’ry  cargie  O, 

Shall  ne’er  excel  my  lovely  Bell, 

The  bonny  lass  o’  Largie  O. 

In  vain  the  lassies  link  their  locks. 

An'  trim  their  gaudy  dresses  O, 

For  to  excel  my  bonny  Bell, 

The  pride  o’  a’  the  lassies  O. 

Yon  glitt’rin’,  Ac. 

Transportin’  is  the  happy  hour, 

I  gang  to  meet  my  deary  O  ; 

Fu’  blythe  we  climb  yon  weary  height. 

An’  spen'  the  day  fu’  cheery  O. 

Yon  glitt’rin’,  &c. 
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But  -when  the  hour  is  come  to  part. 

Then  heaves  our  sighs  an’  mournin'  O,  #■ 

My  heart  doth  swell,  to  leave  my  Bell, 

Until  the  morn’s  returnin’  O. 

Yon  glitt’rin’  valleys,  deck’d  wi*  dew, 

Wi*  a’  their  flow’ry  cargie  O, 

Shall  ne’er  excel,  roy  lovely  Bell, 

The  bonny  lass  o*  Largie  O. 

SONG. 

PRETTY  HELEN. 

Tunb — .«  Jacky  Tar” 

Come  along,  pretty  maid,  to  yon  gilded  plain. 

Come  along,  hear  the  songs  o*  yon  warblin’  train. 

Their  notes’ doth  abound,  till  the  rocks  all  aroun'. 

An’  the  valleys  tripple  back  their  welcome  sound. 

Skip  along,  skip  along,  pretty  Helen  O, 

Skip  along,  where  the  joys  are  sae  stealin'  O, 

Where  the  larks  do  rejoice,  o’er  their  sweet-tuned  , 
noise. 

An*  lovers  fondly  stray  in  transportin'  joys.  _ 
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See  yonder’s  the  rose,  wi’  it’s  sweet  smellin’  dew. 
Low  bendin’  its  head,  for  preferment  to  you  j 
Sweet  the  lilly  flow’r,  is  stoopin’  in  the  bowr. 

To  welcome  the  bonny  lass  o*  Huntin’tow’r. 

Skip  along,  &c. 

’Tis  not  for  these  joys  that  my  heart  would  implore. 
But  it  is  for  thee,  whom  the  world. doth  adore ; 

It  is  for  my  Love,  like  a  Beauty  from  above. 

That  s  glidin  along  with  the  wings  of  a  dove. 

Skip  along,  &c. 

It's  lang  may  we  stray  in  this  happy  career. 

Till  Nature’s  decay,  we  surely  shall  he  here  ; 

Then  aff  frae  this  shore,  we  quickly  shall  be  bore. 
To  habit  better  scenes  for, to  part  no  more- 
Skip  along,  skip  along,  pretty  Helen  O, 

Skip  along,  where  the  joys  are  sae  stpalin’  Q, 

Where  the  larks  do  rejoice,  o’er  their  sweet-tuned 
noise. 

An’  lovers  foully  stray  in  transportin’ joys. 


SONG. 


YOUNG  JESSY  0. 

T une—“  Nancy  Varnian.” 


O !  ’twas  on  a  summer’s  e’enin’. 

As  I  'went  out  to  take  the  air; 

Behind-  the  braes  o’  Salsbury, 

A  charmin'  voice  did  reach  my  ear. 

O  !  ’twas  sae  sweet  an’  melodious,, 

I  turn’d  about  wi*  great  surprise ; 

Uo  !  sitting  on  the  bloomin’  grass. 

My  darlin’  lassie  there  I  spies. 

O  !  my  blythe  an’  chantin’  deary, 
My  charmin’  young  lassie  O, 

Rise  up,  sweet  lass,  come  aim  an’1  stray. 
My  darlin’  young  Jessy  O. 

Come  view  the  trees  sae  bushy  green. 
That  rosy  May  has  brought  again  ; 

The  sportin’  lambkins  harmless  play. 

An’  bloomin’  flowers  deck  the  plain. 
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O  !  come,  view  the  lads  an’  lassies. 

That  wander  on,  wi'  arm  in  arm, 

Hear  how  they  raise  their  tender  notes; 
Ilk  lassie  is  her  laddie’s  charm. 

O  my  blythe,  &c. 

Hear  how  the  little  tender  birds, 

Wi’  chantin’  music  charm  the  air  ; 

The  larks  do  raise  the  sleepin’  muse. 

To  eing  thy  praise,  my  lovely  fair  ; 
Mark !  how  the  weary  passenger. 

Upon  thy  grace  doth  fix  his  eyes. 

An’  round  thy  glitt’rin’  diamond  neck. 
The  guardian  angel  constant  flies. 

O !  my  blythe  an*  chantin’  deary, 
My  charmin’  young  lassie  O, 

Rise  up,  sweet  lass,  come  arm  an’  stray, 
My  darlin’  young  Jessy  O. 


ss 

SONG. 

JESSY  IS  A  BONNY  LASS. 

Jessy  is  a  bonny  lass, 

Jessy’s  fair,  but  Jessy’s  fa’se. 

No’  worth  a  man’s  believin’  C) • 
Jessy  speaks  na  as  she  thinks, 

Jessy  means  na  as  she  winks ; 

Alake,  but  she's  deceivin’  O. 

She  is  like  the  pulled  thorn. 

Blooms  the  night,  but  fades  the  morn. 
The  wither’d  beauty’s  grievin’  O ; 
Spark’lin  like  the  dewy  lawn. 

Plights  her  Jove  an*  gi’es  her  han*. 

Yet  a’  the  while  deceivin’  O. 

I  ha’e  ta’en  young  Jessy’s  love. 

For  a  seed  o’  that  above  ; 

But  now,  wi’  meikle  grievin’  O, 

1  haVfoun*  that  flatt’rin*  lass. 

To  be  fair,  but  to  be  fa’se. 

An’  terrible  for  deceivin’  O. 

i 
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SONG. 


THOU  NEVER,  NEVER  SfcALL  BE  MINE. 

Begone  !  thou  changin’  lassie  go, 

I’ve  said,  an’  never  shall  repine/ 

While  flow’rets  spring,  an’  streamlets  flow. 
Thou  never,  never  shall  be  mine. 

The  wind  blows  high,  the  wind  blows  low. 
From  ev’ry  airt  regales  the  wind  ; 

An’  since  that  thou  resemblest  so. 

Thou  never,  never  shall  be  mine. 


SONG. 

AGAIN  THRO’  THE  COUNTRY  I’M  ROVIN 

Again  thro’  the  country  I’m  rovin , 

As  free  as  a  bird  in  the  air ; 

My  staff  an’  my  bundle’s  my  movii  • 

An’  light  is  my  bosom  o’  care. 


Nae  wifie  ha'e  Iwi'  me  brawlin’. 
Disturbin’  my  peacefu’  bit  lot ; 

Nor  bairnies  are  after  me  crawlin’. 

Roarin’  an*  gimin’,  an'  what  not. 

This  morning  my  sweetheart  was  saucy, 
She  said  she  wou’d  write  me  nae  mair ; 
Then,  *  just  as  you  like,*  quo’  I,  *  lassie, 

‘  My  love  is  as  light  as  the  air.* 

My  comrades,  all  roving  an*  frisky. 

They  scarcely  did  bid  me  ‘  good  speed,’ 
But  wi’  a  fu’  cog  o’  gude  whisky, 

I’ve  wash’d  them  all  out  of  my  head. 

v  ■ 

Now  blythe  I  career  in  my  journey, 

Wi'  glee,  like  a  lav’rock,  I  sing  ; 

An’  when  I  am  tir'd,  by  a  burny 
I’ll  rest  me,  an’  taste  o’  it’s  spring. 

Then  liftin’  my  stick  and  my  bundle. 
Refresh’d  wi’  the  fountain  sae  clear ; 

O,  willopin’,  todlin*,  I’ll  grundle 
My  journey  unkent,  without  fear. 
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Tlven  rovin’,  and  rantin’  i’ll  wander, 
Hey-ho  !  for  the  blessings  o’  glee  ; 
Turn  roun'  the  beef  steak  on  the  brander, 
For  that  an’  the  bowl  is  for  me. 


For  sweethearts,  I’ll  get  them  in  plenty, 
Whar  Fortune  does  doom  mb  to  go; 
An’  comrades,  for  ane.  I’ll  get  twenty, 
Owre  bumpers  our  friendship  shall  glow. 


IT’S  ALL  UPON  TICK. 


Now  we  are  assembled  all. 

To  taste- the  balm  of  jorum,  boysf 
Then  let  us  drink,  great  and  small. 

Ah’  sing  a  hearty  quorum,  boys  ; 

Let  the  dull  insipid  die. 

Let  the  flowing  bumpers  fly, 

Tho'  we  drink,  we  still  are  dry,  boys,... 


SONG. 
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Drink  merrily,  boys. 

Fill  the  bumpers  quick. 
Drink  merrily,  boys. 

It’s  all  upon  tick. 

The  grand  aim  of  human  life. 

Is  always  to  be  social,  boys. 

Then,  my  heroes,  combat  strife. 

With  round  bumpers,  flowing  full,  boys; 
Let  the  merry  moments  fly. 

There  are  more  for  you  and  I ; 

B umbers,  too,  when  we  are  dry,  boys. 
Drink  merrily,  &c. 

Bumbers  are  cowes  to  our  cares,  ■ 

And  bumpers  make  us  brave  men,  boys,  . 
Bumpers  will  strengthen  our  pray’rs. 

To  storm  Old  Crocodile’s  den,  boys. 

Let  the  moon  revolve  on  high,  . 

Let  the  rolling  stars  go  bye. 

Bumpers  here,  and  we  are  dry,  boys. 
Drink  merrily,  boys. 

Fill  the  bumpers  quick. 

Drink  merrily,  boys. 

It's  all  upon  tick, 

I  8 
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SONG.* 

IE,  OR  CONQUER  O’ER  AGAIN. 

Ye  Britain’s  sons,  wha  pant  for  glory, 
Owre  the  tyrant’s  cloudy  train ; 

Remind  the  heroes  gone  before  ye ; 

Die,  or  conquer  owre  again. 

Arpuse !  again,  brave  British  valour. 
Courage,  let  your  trumpet  blow. ; 

Old  France,  again,,  we  soon  shall  nail  her ; 
All  her  glories  we’ll  bring  low. 

What  !  shall  her -forces  e’er  withstand  us? 

Hills  resound  the  answer  ‘  No 
la  v.  ery’s  chains  shall  ne’er  command  us, 
Britain  reigns  her  deadly  foe. 

Boys,  seize  again  the  tyrant's  capture; 
Owre  the  seas  him  far  remove ; 


*  Wellington's  address  to  his  army  after  Napoleon’s  return 
from  Elba. 


GreatGeorge,  still  sway  your  Royal  Sceptre, 
Britain's  sons  shall  Britons  prove.  > 

Hark !  the  bugles  sweetly  soundin’. 

Bands  o*  music  cheerfu'  play.; 

An',  ^ark !  thie  echoes  sweet  resoundin’, 
Drivin’  all  our  cares  away. 

Behold  again  our  colotirs  flyin'. 

Noble  valour  to  display ; 

I  hear  the  Voice  of  Glory  cryin’, 

'  Cheer  the  sodger  lads  away.” 


ELEGY 


ON 

JACK-COMFORT 

Now  mourn,  ye  bodies,  big  an’  sma7, 
Wi’  ells  o’  crape,  an’  weepers  twa,- 
An’  torrents  frae  your  een  let  fa*. 

There’s  nae  remead. 
It  breaks  my  heart  to  tell  you  a’, 

*  Jock  Comfort’s  dead, . 
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Ye  bards,  wha  spin  out  rustic  rhyme/ 
Ken  ye  wha’s  jink’d  the  stage  o'  time  ? 
Then  drop  your  sangs  an*  sing  a  hymn. 
In  moumin*  weed, 

Till  it  be  heard  in  ilka  clime. 

Jack  Comfort’s  dead. 

He’s  gane  !  he’s  gane  !  in  rapid  strides. 
An’  left  us  nought  but  banes  an’  hides, 
Weel  kitchen’d  up  wi’  thumps  an’  chides 
Sad  is  our  creed ! 

It’s  brawly  kent  at  our  fire-sides. 

Jack  Comfort’s  dead. 

Wi'  him  we  ance  cou’d  spen’  the  day, 
Frae  early  dawn  to  gloamin'  grey, 

Aii’  join  the  chirms  o’  cheery  May, 

In  flow’ry  mead. 

Now  Nature  hums  her  cheerless  lay. 
Jack  Comfort’s  dead. 

When  lads  and  lassies,  tosh  an'  braw, 
Ga’ed  aff  to  rockin's,  twa  by  twa> 

Jack  took  the  chair  aboon  them  a’. 

An’  was  their  head. 


Now  when  they  meet,  they  scarce  can  <»aw, 
Jack  Comfort’s  dead. 

i  - 

The  fiddle  scrapes  a  cheerless  tone, 

Tlie  chanters  a’  ha’e  lost  their  drone?; 

An’  now,  the  bowl  gangs  slowly  on, 

Wi’  frothin’  head. 

Sin’  we  did  lay  our  worthy  John 
Amang  the  dead. 

Auld  .Dame  Industry  shook  her  mane, 

Her  cantie  callans  fidg’d  fu*  fain. 

Aye  thinkin’  Jack  was  a’  their  ain, 

.In  time  o’  need; 

But,  och-an-nee !  sic  hopes  were  vain, , 

Jack  -  Comfort's  dead. 

The"  lassies  now  may  change  their  sang. 

The  lads  may  fin*  the  smart  o’t  lang. 

But  whar  will,  dads  an*  minnies  gang. 

To  get  remead; 

They’ll  fin*,  wi*  ntony  a  torturin’  pang. 

Jack  Comfort’s  dead. 
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Now  whittle  chins  an*  lantern  chafts, 
Sharp  shouther  banes,  like  kitchen  rafts. 
An*  sportle  legs,  like  peddle  shafts. 

On  Pinchey’s  reed. 

Sen’  whis’lin’  owre  the  knowes  an*  crafts 
Jack  Comfort's  dead. 

Now,  scores  are  gaun  frae  door  to  door. 
That  ne’er  were  on  the  list  before ; 

The  tearfu’  e’e  sen’s  trinklin’  o’er. 

The  chrystal  bead. 

As  they  croon  owre.  their  moumfu*  lore. 
Jack  Comfort’s  dead. 

We’re  a*  sae  joiji’d,  like  link  to  link. 

If  ane  but  soom,  a  gross  maun  sink. 

To  gi’e  that  bibber  wine  to  drink. 

An’  stench  his  creed  j 
Weel  may  the  bells  now  toll  and  clink. 
Jack  Comfort’s  dead. 

Our  agriculture’s  turn’d  a  vision. 
Manufacture’s  no  worth  a  sneeshin’. 
Commerce  is  like  an’  apparition. 

In  ghaistly  weed. 
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Nae  man  can  paint  theirsad  condition, 

For  him  that’s  dead. 

See  ilka  pouch  as  toom’s  a  whis*le, 

Auld  crabbit  beagles  in  a  fus’le, 

Wi*  bankrupts,  dancin'  in  a  bus’le, 

Owre  heels  an’  head  ; 

Och !  man  to  man  has  turn’d  a  this’le, 

A  jagin’  weed. 

•  § 

Ye  gentle  fops,  wha  yet  can  craw. 

Ye  scribbles  scrabbles  at  the  law. 

Your  time  is  coming  for  a  fa*, 

¥  Without  remead. 

Whan  ye  maun  fin’  the  truth  o’t  a’ ; 

•  * 

Jack  Comfort’s  dead. 

An’  you,  ye  sons  o’  bloody  scaith. 

Head  journeymen  to  Butcher  Death, 

Tho’  out  the  reach  o’  duddie  claith, 

•  An’  hampert  Bread  ; 
You’ll  be  tormented  wi*  the  wraith 
O’  him  that’s  dead. 

’Twill  meet  you  on  your  knowes  an*  banks, 
’Twill  fasten  on  your  gouty  shanks. 


TO* 


An’  then,  at  night,  'twill  mind  your  pranks ; 

An’  turn  we  speed, 

Ypur  feather  beds  to  wooden  planks. 

For  him  that’s  dead. 

Twill  seize  an’  tease  you  ev’ry  where. 

Twill  fill  your  breasts  wi’  black  despair. 

An’  night,  an’  morn.  I’ll  raise  a  pray  V, 

A  thumpin’  screed, 

That  you'll  meet  thae,  an’  ten  times  mair. 

For  him  that’s  dead. 

But  pray’rs  anew  I  can’t  contrive, 

De’il  nor  your  bags  should  never  thrive. 
First  meal  ye  tak’,  L— -d  may  they  rive. 

Ye  blasted  breed. 

You  ripped  up  our  friend  alive. 

An’  kill’d  him  dead. 

But  lest  that  I  transgress  the  law. 

An’,  gratis,  get  the  dungeon  wa’. 

Just  to  mysel’  I’ll  cringe  awa*. 

To  see  wi'  speed. 

My  haill  desire,  upon  you  a’. 

For  him  that’s  dead. 
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A'  ye  wha  wish’d  our  Jacky  wefel, 

Wi'  heavin’  bosoms  true  an’  leal. 

An  ye  whase  hearts  are  made  to  feel. 

Come/  heave  the  bead. 
Lament  an*  mourn  the  ae  best  chid’. 

Jack  Comfort's  dead. 

While  Life  in  me-her  grip  retains, 

r  vitd  stream  flows  thro’  my  veins, 
In  solitude,  I’ll  breathe  out  strains. 

On  Pity’s  reed. 

An’  weep  out  owre  the  last  remains 
O’  him  that’s  dead. 


PER  CONTRA. 

Hallo !  Ye  Mr  kies,  big  an  sma’, 

Wha  groan  aneath  Oppression’s  law. 
Pack  up  your  awls,  an*  come  awa’, # 
An  be  na  grievin’ ; 

Por,  healthy,  in  America, 

Jack  Comfort’s  livin’. 

K 


100 


Push  on,  my  boys,  and  611  the  packets. 
We’ll  cut  the  air  like  fleein’  radcets, 

An’  like  a  drift  o*  fore-feet  tackets. 
We’ll  stick  about  him  ; 

It’s  better,  faith!  to  kick  the  buckets , 
Than  live  ■without  him. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  A—  D - - 


I  gat  your  snuffie,  rude  epis’le. 
Thrown  aff  wi’  your  ill-willy  grissle ; 
But,  ye  may  fidge,  an’  claw,  an’  6ssle, 
Your  darlin’  fud; 

I  dinna  mind  it,  no  that  whis’le, 

v  Gaun’  thro’  the  wood. 

Your  snottrie-box,  just  draw  an  curl, 
An’  a’  your  taunts,  pack  in  a  hurl  '; 
Then  let  them,  in  a  trintlin*  whirl. 
Come  aff  to  Reekie , 
I’ll  drown  them  in  a  flowin’  barrel, 
O’  aquavitae. 
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That's  the  balsam,  kirsnin’  water. 

That  gars  the  tongue  play  clitter  clatter. 

An’  duel's,  thro’  dubs,  gang  splitter  splatter. 
Without  bein’  weary, 

Aff  rantin’,  whiles,  tho’  in  a  tatter, 

t  *.  •  • 

To  see  their  deary. 

It  fills  them  fu*  o’  merry  gab  j  . 

It  sets  their  tongues  to  flib  an’  flab. 

Like  shuttles  fleein’  thro’  a  wab, 

Wi’  clitter  clatter ; 

Till  they’ve  forgot  their  pick  an*  daub, 

At  crowdie  batter. 

I’ll  {fledge,  without  a  hankerin'  crook. 

The  beat  bit  bane  in  a’  my  buik. 

Gin  ye  wad  tak’  a  kirsnin’  dook. 

Three  times  a  week  ; 

'Twad  mak’  your  silkish,  sourish  look, 

Baith  mild  an’  meek. 

But,  now,  you  grum’lin’  batch’lor  tike, 

Is’t  for  a  wife,  or  wants  sic  like. 

That  gars  ye  fidge,  as  some  sea-fike. 

Your  back  did  blister;  . 

K  2 
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Then  there  is  walth  to  wale  an'  pick. 
Out  sic  a  cluster. 

Or,  is  it  dull  trade,  or  warl's  care  ; 
Then,  bless  you,  try  the  kirsnin'  fair. 
An’  whis’le  up  *  The  Lads  o’  Ayr,* 

Wi*  mirth  an*  glee  ; 

And  that’s  a  cure  for  ony  sair. 

Or  De’il  tak*-  me. 

O’  that  disease  I’d  lang  experience. 

It’s  wicked  sting  had  nae  forbearance, 
Till  to  this  cure  I  took  adherence, 

Tho*  gude  fo’k  slaurt  it. 
Yet,  I  made  extra  perseverance. 

An*  faith  I*ve  waurt  it. 

When  e’er  dull  trade  does  quakin’  come. 
An’  rattlin’  up  it’s  fearfu’  drum), 

I  laugh,  an’  mock  the  shapeless  scum. 
Arm'd  wi*  it’s  whittle. 

An’  o’er  across  my  jiggin’  loom, 

I  sweep  my  shuttle.* 

An*  whan  my  wark  awa'.is  sling’d, 

Even  then,  my  boy.  I’ll  no  be  ding’d. 


1Q3 

As  lang’s  I've  health,  ta  dregs  I'll  wrings 

Or  I  be  baffl’d. 

At  some  han’  barrow,  roun’  me  swing'd. 
To  some  high  scaffold. 

An'  whan  that  same  will  no  be  got. 

Nor  ony  ither  workin’  plot, 

I  ken  the  begging  fairly  stopt ; 

A  waefa'  truth  ; 

^ut,  Royal  Geordie  has  a  coat. 

Still  to  a  youth. 

In  ev’ry  scene  o*  Life's  temptation, 

I  aye  keep  this  in  contemplation. 

An  dinna  streek  my  want's  narration. 

To  ding  me  crazy. 

What  ever  is  my  humble  station. 

I'm  free  an*  easy. 

For  fun,  I  whistle  «  Jacky  Tar  f 
Sometimes,  the  «  Haggies  o’  Dunbar;” 

Or  Ci  Johnny  Coupie's  huntin'  spar. 

At  Preston-pansi’* 

An’  whiles  I  suck  the  auld  maut  jar. 

An*  barley  canns. 

K  S 


That's  just  the  way  I  spend  my  life. 
When  poverty  snigs  like  a  knife. 

My  ratt’lin*  sangs  grows  mair  the  rife> 
An'  dings't  about. 

The  only  way  to  level  strife. 

That  man’s  foun'out. 


The  best  Philosophy  that's  borne. 

In  ony  ither  shape  or  form. 

Than  heedless  cares,  an'  frothin’  horn. 

Maun  bow  to  this. 

An'  own’t  the  darlin’  o’  the  morn. 

For  mair  brightness. 


O’  me,  be  ye  an  imitation  ; 

For  while  your  bluid’s  in  circulation. 
You’ll  be  provided  for.  I’ll  caution-, 
In  warl's  gear ; 

Then,  drop  your  dolefu’  lamentation, 
An’  dinna  fear. 


Just  tell  ye,  crusty  neebour  Want, 
That  he  may  hing  about  an’  haunt,. 
But  ye’re  designed  to  sing  an*  rant; 

Thro’  Life’s  lang  day, 


An’  what  fortune  has  to  grants 
Be’t  while  or  grey. 

Adieu,  my  boy,  just  chew  your  cood ; 

I  wish  you  bang’d  wi’  better  mood, 

Wi*  cogs  o'  whisky,  cheap  an'  gude. 

As  ye  may  need  it; 

Weel  down  your  throat,  like  ony  flood,  ~ 
May  Heaven  speed  it. 


ADDRESS  TO  TARBOLTON, 

Terbouton-,  clap  your  wings  an’  craw. 
An’  play  up  cocky •lierie-la, 

Wi’  eldrin’  locks,  like  driven  snaw^ 
Sa’e  white,  an’ hoary. 
Come,  whistle  owre  your  grandeur  a’. 
An’  ancient  glory. 

Terbouton,  cock  your  nose  in  style. 
Ye  ance  gi*ed  birth  to  auld  King  Coil, 
An*  now  he’s  ta’en  his  lang  exile 
In  your  dominions. 
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Where  lordly  duel's,  in  rank  an*  file, 

T  ‘9 

Are  his  companions. 

Terbouton,  keep  your  grandeur  s'. 
Your  face  is  like  a  palace  wa'. 

An’  dignities  are  shinin’  braw. 

For  miles  aroun*  ye ; 

Ae  spark  o’  them  it  manna  fa’. 

While  blinks  the  moony. 

Terbouton,  deck’d  wi’  woods  an'  braes. 
You’re  cled  wi’  Nature’s  flow’ry  claes. 
An  charm’d  wi’  birdy's  bouncin’  lays, 
Sae  sweetly  chirlin’. 
While  clifty  rocks,  loud  joins  thy  praise, 
Wi’  echoes  dirlin.’ 
Terbouton,  see  the  Colum  Wud, 

An’  plantains  roun'  ye,  like  a  clud. 
Beck’d  wi’  the  dewy,  flow’ry  bud. 

An’  bonny  green ; 

Where  tim’rous  maukin  cocks  its  fud. 
An’  lurks  unseen. 
Terbouton,  see  the  wat’r  o’  Ayr, 

Sweet,  glidin’  thro’  thy  borders  fair. 
Where  silver  trouts,  an’  fishes  rare. 

An’  bonny  sa’mon. 
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•  _  r  r  •  *•  .  »  -  , 

Are  canty- sportin',  void  o*  carer 

Frae  morn  to  gloamin’. 

Ter  bouton,  see  your  ancient  coves. 

Your  hills  an’  vales,  an’  verdant  groves. 
Your  gallant  sons,  in  lordly  droves. 

Thick  roan*  about  ye  ; 
While  driftin'  strangers  early  roves,- 
To  praise  thy  beauty. 

TerbOuton,  faith !  ye're  nae  hum’ry. 
Grac’d  wi’  great  big  Lord  Montgomery, 
His  matchless  seat,  an*  a’  its  fum’xy, 
Aroun’  you  dashes. 

An*  you  yourself  like  some  great  nuim'ry. 
For  bonny  lassies. 

Terboutqn,  ye  are  just  the  den. 

For  merry  lads  an’  social  men. 

Aye  blest  wi*  fortune’s  dividen’. 

An*  heart'ly  wiilin* 

Are  they  to  spen’,  or  yet  to  leif, 

A  South  Sea  shillin'. 

Terbeuton,  ye  may  stride  an’  strunt. 

While  neebour  towns  may  tak’  affront. 
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An’  hing  their  heads,  like  ony  blunt, 

Or  sheepish  carlin’. 

To  see  the  Caledonian  Hunt, 

Mak’  you  its  darlin’. 

Terbouton,  ye  ha’e  tods  anew. 

An’  mony  a  bonny  souple  grue. 

To  gi’e  the  Caledonian  few 

Nae.  little  sportj 
An’  low,  wi’  mony  a  lordly  bow. 

They  thank  you  for*t? 

Terbouton,r— bards,  may  ca’  you  bright. 

But  can  their  pencils  trace  you,  right. 

When  *yont  their  reach  ye  tak’  a  flight 
To  glitt’rin’  Mars, 

An*  roun’  Auld  Coil,  throws  down  your  light 
Like  twenty  stars. 

Terbouton,  if  I  be  na  wrang. 

It’s  strikin’  twall,  baith  hard  an'  thrang, 

An’  bringin'  Sunday  in  a  bang, 

Wi’  sheets  o*  homin'; 

So,  fare  ye  wepl,  I  en*  my  sang. 

Till  Monday  momin’. 


On  suspecting  him  for  sending  a  Letter  t  frith  a 
Decripped  Youth ,  •which  only  contained  *  Your 
Humble  Servant ,  Bazil  Bing.’ 

County  of  Anxiety ,  Parish  of  Enquiry 
May  *7 thy  1814. 

Yestreen,  on  me  a  chiel’  did  ca’. 

His  guts  was  thin,  his  cheeks  were  sma’. 

He  spak’  ae  word,  syne  ran  awa’ ; 

The  little  thing. 

Just  left  his  name,  an’  that  was  a*, 

’Twas  « Bazil  Bing.* 

I’ll  publish  him  wi'  type  an*  pen. 

The  queerest  shape  an*  form  o’  men. 

So  whar  he  is  I  yet  may  ken ; 

By  Jove,  or  Jing, 

I’ll  gi*e  a  crown  to  ane  wha’ll  sen*. 

For  '  Bazil  Bing.*  ' 

If  ye  do  ken  about  the  callan’. 

Or  whar  about  may  be  his  dwallin*. 
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Just  let  me  ken,  an’,  faith.  I'll  maul  ’im, 
Tho*  for’t  shou’d  string  ; 

O  !  may  the  Devil  swallow  »im. 

Just *  Bazil  Bing.* 

If  God,  till  night,  my  health  will  spare. 
Aside  the  wall  you’ll  see  me  there, 

Twa  pots  o’  yill,  if  no  some  mair. 

We’ll  drink,  then  spring 
Awa’,  to  seek  just  every  where. 

For  r  Bazil  Bing.' 

Yours;  Ac. 

Searcher  Inquisitive. 

« 

WROTE  ON  A  SMALL  PRESENT. 


This  little  present  please  to  keep. 
In  mem'ry  of  my  day  ; 

While  I  into  my  ling’ring  sleep. 
Lies  mould’ring  in  the  clgy. 
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\he  natural  character  of  man. 


O !  What  is  Man  ?  What  length  are  all  his  days  ? 
His  life  s’a  span ;  like  grass,  he  soon  decays. 

But  what  is  he  >  a  worm,  form'd  from  the  dust; 
He’s  vanity'/  because,  return  he  must.' 

In  youthful  days,  he  sparkles  in  his  bloom ; 

Then  Nature  pays,  he  grasps  the  silent  doom  ! 

By  whom  begot,  by  high,  low,  proud,  or  mean. 
His  name  shall  rot,  as  if  he  ne’er  had  been. 

IIow  swift  his  pace  !  How  short  his  pow’r  control. 
But  hear  his  race,  which  comprehends  the  whole. 
Out  of  the  womb,  he,  helpless,  visits  day. 

An’  to  the  tomb  retires,  in  mould’ring  clay ! 
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On  heaving  two  Young  Ladies,  sing  “  Lash'd 
to  the  Helm,'* 


O !  Lassies,  sweet  you  lash  the  helm. 

An’  sweet  you  raise  your  chantin’  lays ; 

The  cauld-rife  heart  ye  overwhelm. 

An’  basks  it  in  Love’s  meltin’  rays. 

Your  tender  throats,  sweet  lilt  the  sang. 

An’  imitates  an  ang’lic  strain, 

■Till  Love’s  fond  passion  glides  alang, 

An’  circulates  thro’  every  vein. 

The  powers  o’  the  bosom  swell. 

To  hear  your  artless  notes  combin’d; 

An’  far  the  tongue  comes  shot!  to  tell. 

The  transportation  o’  the  mind. 

Here  is  the  heart  that’s  felt  the  charms. 
Here  are  the  veins  where  passions  flow’d. 

Love  s  passions,  when  ye  struck  the  thairms. 
That  ever  since,  my  bosom’s  glow’d. 
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Silence !  ye  whisp’rin*  echoes  a', 

Nae  mair  1*11  think  your  music  keen, 
O !  double  blest,  the  happy  twa. 

That’s  dear  to  Nancy,  and  to  Jean. 


TO  MISS  M - T  S _ N, 

Who  sent  me  a  Drunken  Summons. 

« 

Faith !  ye  haurl  honours  wi’  a  claut, 

*  I 

Frae  lordly  men,  an’  knights  o’  ma’t. 
Progenitors,  or  sic  you  ca’t. 

You  own  to  be;. 

But,  sir,  your  bluid' rins  nae  sae  sa’t. 
Or  foTc  maun  lie. 

But,  still  anon,  if  ye  presume, 

That  mighty  name  in  Embro’  town, 
Tak  up  your  baton,  black-guard  loon> 
An*  join  the  bike 

O’  Messengers,  an*  then  ye’ll  soon. 

Be  beagle  like. 

L  2 
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Oct  wcc  red  tackets  m  your  face* 
Tween  ilka  ane,  an  inch  o*  space, 
E’e-winkers  black  as  ony  brace. 

An’  glimm’rin’  een ; 

A  curled  nose,  turn’d  up  a  pace, 
Amaist  dirt-clean. 

A  gimin’  mouth,  a  swearin*  tongue. 
Black  teeth,  like  ony  sheep-head  sung, 
A  braw  wide  throat,  that’s  never  dung 
Wi’.  whisky  bouzies ; 

Au  in  your  fist,  a  hazel-wrung. 

For  bawdy-houses. 

Th^se  regimentals  ye  maun  ha’e. 

In  uniform,  frae  tap  to  tae. 

Afore  that  ye  can  speel  the  brae. 

To  Allan  Ma’t ; 

Or,  e’er  your  baton  catch  a  fae. 

To  Droutliie’s  sa’t. 

As  lang’s  you’re  destitute  o*  these. 

Ill  drink  my  glass,  by  twas  or  threes; 
An'  on  my  head,  as  aft’s  I  please. 

I’ll  wa’k.  careerin'; 
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Tho*  ye  shoutf  melt,  like  can’le  grease. 
The  hills  wi’  swearin’. 

1 11  drink  at  gin,  till  I’ve  enough  ; 

I’ll  tak  my  pipe,  an'  blaw  an’  puff; 

I’ll  gape  an’  roar,  an’  strike  an’  cuff. 

In  horrid  blows. 

An’  mind  wee  Pimple,  na  that  snuff 
Gaun  up  my  nose. 

I’ll  gang  a  fiel*,  or  stop  at  hame  ; 

I’ll  plunge  the  oysters  in  my  wame. 

An’  haunt  the  house  o’  sportin’  fame. 
For  ever-mair  ; 

At  least,  a§  lang’s  the  ca’  my  name, 

Jock  Paddockhair. 


TO  J— N  S - — N, 

Inclosing  Nineteen  Songs • 

Just  when  my  muse  gaed  on  the  fang, 
I  rhym’d  these  blethers,  sang  by  sang. 
Aft’  if  they  won’t  come  in  ding-dang, 

Wi’  metre  screedin' ; 

L  3 
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You’ll  easy  see  they’re  no  that  lang, 

.  *■*  To  plague  you  readin’. 

But  if,  pef-chance,  they  shou’d  you  please. 
I’ll  rub  my  muse  wi*  can’le  grease. 

An’  rhyme  some  mair,  by  twas,  or  threes. 
When  time’s  expedient; 
Mean  while,  I  am,  wi*  courtesies. 

Your  most  obedient. 


JVi  otc  at  the  desire  of  a  young  Lady,  to  a. young 
Gentleman  in  the  country. 


I  got  your  letter,  shabby  bare; 

A  ha’f  a  leaf  an’  de’il  a  mair  ; 

Now,  if  you  think  you  canca  spare 
A  sheet,  wise-like; 
Just  us’d  at  hame,  for  private  ware*, 
Ahint  a  dyke. 
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EXTEMPORE. 

On  being  asked,  in  company,  my  opinion  which 
of  the  Sexes  ought  to  begin  Courtship  ? 

Tis  his  to  ask,  'tis  her's  to  please/ 

'Tis  his  to  love,  ’tis  her’s  also  ; 

Hence  mutual  love  m  both  agrees. 

An’  makes  a  heaven  on  earth  below. 


A  PASTORAL. 


When  vernal  beauties  deck’d  the  plain , 
When  sportin’  lambkin’s  harmless  play'd, 
Matilda  and  her  shepherd  swain 

Among  their  flocks  in  raptures  stray’d , 
But  e’er  that  winter’s  sullen  frown, 

Dtd  blast  the  tender  zephyrs  gay, 
Matilda’s  joys  receiv'd  an  wound, 

Thdtf  instantly,  they  died  away  ] 

,3# 
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Pate,  her  lover,  charm'd,  with  a  blaze, 
Forsook  Matilda  on  the  plain  ; 

Matilda  thus,  to  vend  her  ivaes , 

Unfolds  to  Flora  all  her  pain. 

tXelightful  Flora,  here  I  lie  forlorn. 

First,  form’d  to  joy,  at  last,  ordain’d  to  mourn. 
f°  joy,  wi'  a*  yon  minstrels  in  the  bow’r. 

To  stray  wi'  Pate,  an*  pu’  the  balmy  flow’r ; 

But,  now  to  weep,  beside  this  wimplin’  burn. 

An’  mourn  thae  days,  that  never  will  return. 

Oh !  in  yon  distant  chirmin’  flow’ry  grove, 

M  here  beauteous  scenes  enforc’d  our  minds  to  rove. 
There,  on  the  clifty  rocks,  we  plac’d  'our  seat. 

To  hear  the  larks  their  tender  notes  repeat. 

Ilk  chantin'  bird,  thro’  a’  the  forest  round. 

Sent  forth  then*  notes,  with  a  delightful  sound. 
Div’d  in  the  raggy  clifts,  an*  there  they  staid. 
Until  the  rocks  their  double  notes  repaid ; 

When  from  the  rocks  above,  the  echo  flew, 

Twas  answer’d  with  a  triple  sound  *  renew.’ 

Ilk  time  the  birds  sent  forth  their  chirmin'  notes, 
The  sweeter  did  the  clifts  perform  their  plots ; 


Up  in  tile  air,  in  raptures  they  broke  loose. 

While. stronger  answer’d  by  the  gods  o’  muse; 
Until  the  boundless  music  charm’d  the  air. 

An’  bade  the  Bobbin'  heart  to  drown  despair. 

My  lovely  shepherd,  but  unfaithfu’  swain, 

Cry’d  to  the  echo,  ‘  Welcome  back  again;’ 

While,  arm  in  arm,  we  went  careerin'  on, 

Amang  these  joys,  ir.y  heart  he  fairly,  won. 

From  glen  to  glen,  we  took  delight  to  rove. 

An’  climb  the  clifls,  up  to  the  Lover's  cove  ; 

From  whence  we  view’d  our  tender  sportin’  lambs. 
Ilk  harmless  suckin’  from  the  nursin’  dams : 

The  lower  valleys  were  in  blossoms  cled. 

The  bendin’  lillies  were  all  briskly  spread. 

Sweetly  look’d  the  tender  bells  sae  blue. 

The  roses  smellin’  like  the  momin’  dew. 

The  balmy  vi’lets,  thro’  a  bloomin’  dash. 

While  tall  an*  slender  grew  the  greenish  thrash. 

In  midst  of  these  delightful  splendid  scenes. 

All  dazzlin’  wi’  the  rays  o’  Phoebus’  beams. 

We  sank  in  ane  anither’s  fauldin*  arms, 

Frae  care  and  thought,  to  sweet  unmingled  charms;. 
But,  Flora,  while  in  love  our  hearts  did  melt> 

We,  in  this  transportation,  quickly  felt. 
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Renewed  joy  spring  in  our  faintin’  breasts, 

By  thousand  thousands  of  enchantin'  guests. 
Which  came  surrounding  all  theffbw'ry  plain. 
Mirth  an'  music  did  ilka  one  proclaim. 

Their  garments  were  with  diamonds  cled, 

Thqir  twisted  hair  in  scores  o'  pieces  shed,  ‘ . 

Black  were  their  eyes,  their  cheeks  were  o'  Ac  rose 
That  bears  the  hue,  an*  in  it's  beauty  glows  ; 

The  roses,  lillies,  wet  wi’  mornin’  dew, 

Baith  stooped  down,  an’  paid  the  homage  due; 
Yea,  ilka  bloomin’  flower,  so  vast  accute, 

All  curtchied  down,  an’  paid  the  same  salute. 

To  songs  o  love  they  all  broke  loose  at  once. 

An  after  pair’d  they  then  began  to  dance. 

Their  magic  capers,  an’  their  antic  heels, 

Display’d  their  sweet  enchantin'  countless  reels. 

As  night  drew  on,  their  pleasant  scenes  decay'd, 
At  darkness  then,  they  seem’d  to  be  dismay'd; 

sooner  did  they  drop  their  swelling  charms. 
Than  Pate,  false  swain,  unclasped  from  my  arms, 
An’  thro’  the  groves,  an’  yont  yon  wimplin’  deep, 
Pursu'd  the  nymphs,  an’  left  toe  here  to  weep. 


Oil  seeing  a  Fly  in  an  Ink  Motile. 

As  Corbie’s  grissle  plung’d  in  ink. 

To  bring  a  nebfu’  up ; 

I  saw  a  creature  like  to  sink. 

An’  warslin’  for  a  grip, 

Wi’  feeble  pith. 

It  warbled,  warbled  on  it’s  wame. 

An’  syne  upon  it’s  back ; 

I  c*y’d,  *  wee  thing,  what  is  your  name*’ 
But  fient  ae  word  it  spak, 

^Tor  gi’ed  a  sich. 

I  keek’d,  an*  saw  a-broken  leg, 

Thm  wings,  in  twa  the  sum  ; 

Frae  some  untimely  chipped  egg. 

Thinks  I,  the  creature’s  come, 

(  An’  been  misguid’t. 

1  Sat  il  on  my  grissle  pen. 

An*  laid  it  on  the  table  ; 

But  whether  it  was  cock  or  hen. 

My  een  were  quite  unable 

For  to  decide  it. 
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Jf'lrva  lie  clapping  closs  thegither, 

Then  they  ha’e  heat ,  baith  skin  an *  bane  / 
But  how  can  ane,  in  ony  weather , 

Be  Warm,  to  cuddle  a’  his  lane? 

Tkrc.lv.  il» 


'Tis  true,  O  King,  thy  text  is  right, 
An’  observation  gude ; 

-To  want  a  comrade  in  the  night. 

Is  fit  to  freeze  the  bluid. 

But,  it  is  my  opinion.  Sire, 

This  cauld  ye  ne’er  ha’e  felt ; 

For,  if  but  twa  will  gather  heat. 
Ten’ bunder’s  fit  to  melt. 

Eaguod  lies  himsel’,  an’  still 
He’ll  cuddle  to  the  wa’. 

Before  he’ll  tak’  ten  hundred  Rips, 
To  melt  his  banes  awa’. 
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One  night  I  Breamed  that  I  had  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  the  Polite ,  and  imagined  that  I  had 
•wrote  the  following  Epistle  to  J  S  ' 

O,  rattlin’  hairum  skairum  Johnny, 

My  auld  an’  dearest  neebour  crony. 

An’  only  frien’,  if  I  ha’e  ony 

In  a’  the  warl’; 

I^ang  may  you  suck  the  balsam  honey. 

Out  H— — — y’s  barrel. 

Tho’  I’m  nae  present  at  Terbouton, 

Whar  we,  by  chrystal  fountains  spoutin’. 
Might  tell  our  cracks,  upright,  or  loutin’. 

As  we  thought  best ; 

Yet,  loud  to  you,  my  muse  sits-routiri’, 

Frae  Reekie’s  nest. 

Then,  canty  callan’,  hear  a  story. 

That  put  me  mad,  as  weel  as  sorry : 

Ae  night  my  neeves  did.  bring  me  glory. 

Just  Wi’  twa  blows  ; 

While  red  the  bluid  did  gush  before  me, 

Frae  Mungo’s  nose. 
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’Twas  just  ae  night  we  took  a  gill. 

Then  chang'd  the  hard  unto  the  yill. 

O’er  baith  we  laugh’d  an’  crack’d  our  fill. 

At  Boney’s  cab ; 

And  then,  the  brat  began  to  spill 

His  witless  gab. 

I  chanc’d  to  speak  o'  Waterloo ; 

*  That  Highlanders,  the  truest  blue, 

'  In  Frenchmen’s  bluid  their  han’s  did  brue, 

*  O'er  shackle-banes ; 

‘  An’  chac’d  awa’  the  remnant  few, 

*  Like  bits  o’  weans. 


f  Their  flinty,  metal  hearts,’  quo’  I, 

*  Hath  spun  them  praise  up  to  the  sky, 

*  Man,  how  their  hearts  do  reek  an’  fry, 

‘  At  Britain’s  foe ; 

‘  Their  maxim  is,  to  do  or  die, 

e  Whar-e’erthey  go.’ 

‘  Avast !’  quo’  Mungo,  *  had  you  there, 
f  De’il  clip  your  tongue,  you  scad  me  sair, 

*  For  my  opinion  shelters  fair, 

(  That  on  the  groun’  i 
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An’  sweet  Ayrshire,  her  darlin’  ither> 
Did  nurse  this  Scotsman’s  heart. 

Had  I  a  veil  that  could  be  liftit. 
About  the  paupy  part. 

Then  you  wad  see  that  I  was  giftit, 
Wi*  a  real  Scotsman’s  heart. 


EPITAPHS. 


Aneath  this  stane,  they’ve  laid  Will  P— t, 
The  man  o’  muckle  lair ; 

But,  faith !  he  swore,  to  h — 1  he’d  flit, 

To  keep  some  order  there. 


Here  lies  wee  limpin’  Johnny  Gaut, 
Ance  jovial  an’  fu’  frisky. 

His  body  was  compos’d  o’  ma’t. 

His  saul  o’  highlan’  whisliy.  "*'r  " 
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Inhere  they’ve  laid  wee  girnin’  Johnny, 
His  time  it  had  a  limit ; 

So  now,  it’s  thought,  the  little  cronyv 
Is  in  a  warmer  climate. 


RESURRECTION  OF  THE  RIGHTEOUS. 


Hail !  Glorious  morn,  thy  rising  Sun 
Hath  beauties  in  his  beams  ; 

Unfading  flow’rs,  with  cheerful  songs, 
Are  singing  in  the  streams. 

The  howling  night  has  disappear’d. 
The  clouds  are  fled  away. 

And  Zion’s  daughter,  in  her  songs, 
Doth  hail  thy  welcome  day. 

No  more  she’ll  wrestle  in  despair. 

Nor  heave  the  heavy  mourn  ; 

The  sighs  that  made  her  bosom  swell. 
Shall  never  more  return. 


Behold !  The  King  of  Glory’s  come. 
To  welcome  her  his  bride. 

And  take  her  to  his  heavenly  shore. 
Where  beauties  doth  reside. 


Prepare  your  harps,  ye  heavenly  host. 
The  King  of  Zion  cries. 

For  now  the  bride  doth  wing  her  way. 
Triumphing  in  the  skies. 

Lo  !  countless  Angels  sing  around. 
Hosannah  to  the  King  ;  ; 

For  he  hath  wash’d  her  in  his  blood. 
And  tun’d  her  heart  to  sing. 


Now  she  is  plac’d  amidst  the  bands 
Of  Angels  of  renown. 

And  in  her  joyful  songs,  she  bids 
Him  flourish  in  his  crown. 
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The  difference  between  the  Righteous  and  the 
Wicked ,  in  the  struggles  of  Death. 

O  !  Monarch  Death,  thy  frowning  looks. 
Are  smiling  to  the  Just, 

They  love  to  meet  that-happy  day. 

They’re  summon’d  to  the  dust.. 

t 

Altho’  thy  wounding,  piercing  dart. 

Doth  stop  this  Life’s  career. 

And  separates  them  while  time  doth  last. 
From  all  relations  dear.. 

Altho’  it’s  dreadful  fiery  sting. 

Creates  an  awful  pain. 

And  from  their  nostrils  steals  the  breath. 

To  them  it’s  countless  gain. 

From  all  enjoyments  of  this  life, 

To  part  they  dearly  love; 

For  in  the  skies,  their  cheerful  souls. 

Doth  wing  their  way  above. 

Zion  op’ns  up  her  decked  gates. 

The  angels  hail  the  sight. 

With  drooping  myrrh,  they  are  infus’d. 

And  clotli’d  with  robes  of  whiter 
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Now  in  the  heav’ns  they  ever  rest. 

And  view  the  God  of  love. 

They  sing  his  praise  with  joyful  songs. 

In  regions  far  above. 

But,  Oh  !  thy  looks  on  all  unjust. 

Do  make  them  trembling  shake. 

And  for  their  portion,  they  do  dread. 
That  awful  burning  lake. 

Like  to  a  ship  on  raging-  seas, 

The’re  tossed  to  and  frcr ; 

They  hear  the  judge  proclaim  their  doom. 
To  everlasting  woe. 

At  thy  command,  so  fierce  and  wild. 

They  hopeless  close  their  eyes ;  - 

And  stumble  on  the  mountains  dark. 

With  sad  bewailing  sighs. 

In  lower  regions  they  arrive. 

Fast  bound  in  iron  chains  ; 

And  there  they  must  fore’er  abide. 

To  share  these  endless  pains;. 
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ON  PARTING  WITH  SALLY. 


On  Saturday  the  wind  blew  fair. 

An’  gently  fawn’d  the  flow’ry  lea ; 
As  I  g&ed  mournin’  down  to  Leith, 
To  see  poor  Sally  plough  the  sea. 


Atween  us  dropt  the  tribute  tear, 

I  took  farewell,  an’  sae  did  she  ; 

At  nine  o’clock  she  wav’d  her  han*. 
Then  instantly  she  plough’d  the  sea. 


Quick  the  Prompt  did  cut  the  waves. 
An’  bore  awa’  far,  far  frae  me. 

An’  gradually  she  stole  awa’. 

Poor  Sal’  to  plough  the  raging  sea. 


When  bye,  an’  bye,  her  size  it  turn’d. 
About  the  bu’k  o’  a  Bum-bee ; 

1  turn’d  my  back  wi'  shouther  looks. 
To  see  poor  Sally  plough  the  sea. 


To  Embro’  then  I  steer’d  my  course,  k 
While  in  the  air  my  prayers  went  free  ; 
That  wi’  success  to  London  Town, 

Poor  Sal'  might  cheerfu’  plough  the  sea. 


; . 
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THE  OLD  CBADMt,1 . . 


And  this  was  your  cradle  ?  Why,  surely,  my 
Jenny, 

<  Such  cosy  dimensions  go  clearly  to  show 
You  were  an  exceedingly  small  piccaninny 
Some  nineteen  or  twenty  short  summers  ago. 

Your  baby-days  flowed  in  a  much-troubled 
channel ; 

I  see  you,  as  then,  in  your  impotent  strife, 

A  tight  little  bundle  of  wailing  and  flannel, 
Perplex’d  with  the  newly-found  fardel  of  Life. 

To  hint  at  an  infantile  frailty’s  a  scandal ; 

Let  bygones  be  bygones,  for  somebody  knows 
It  was  bliss  such  a  baby  to  dance  and  to  dandle — 
Your  cheeks  were  so  dimpled,  so  rosy  yourtoes. 

Ay,  here  is  your  cradle  ;  and  Hope,  abright  spirit, 
With  Love  now  is  watching  beside  it,  I  know ; 
They  guard  the  wee  nest  it  was  yours  to  inherit  . 
Some  nineteen  or  twenty  short  summers  ago.  J 

'It  is  hope  gilds  the  future,  Love  welcomes  it  j 
smiling ; 

Thus  wags  this  old  world,  therefore  stay  not 
to  ask, 

“  My  future  bids  fair,  is  my  future  beguiling? 

If  mask’d,  still  it  pleases— then  raise  not  its 
mask. 

Is  Life  a  poor  coil  some  would  gladly  be  doffing  ? 
He  is  riding  post-haste  who  their  wrongs  will  ■ 
adjust ; 

For  at  most  ’tis  a  footstep  from  cradle  to  coffin— 
From  a  spoonful  of  pap  to  a  mouthful  of  dust. 

Then  smile  as  your  future  is  smiling,  my  Jenny ; 

I  see  you,  except  for  those  infantile  woes. 
Little  changed  since  you  were  but  a  small  picca¬ 
ninny— 

Your  cheeks  were  so  dimpled,  so  rosy  your  toes ! 


Ay,  here  is  your  cradle,  much,  much  to  my  liking, 
Though  nineteen  or  twenty  long  winters  have 

sped.  ,  ,  •  .11 

Hark!  As  I’m  talking  there  s  six  o  clock 

striking — 

It  is  time  Jenny’s  baby  should  be  in  its  bed. 


T  ./vn  rm  T.vriftS. 
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The  story  of  the  Norman  Conquest  is  one  that  stands  by  | 
itself  in  the  accuracy  of  its  details,  and’the  rem  arkable  | 

manner  in  which  they  have  been  handed  down  in  what 
is  literally  and  figuratively  the  heirloom  of  history —  ^ 
viz.,  the  Bayeux  Tapestry.  This  celebrated  work, 
says  Mr  C.  Knight,  in  his  "  Old  England,”  is  a  piece  of  j 
brownish  linen,  22  inches  broad  and  214  feet  long, 
worked  with  woollen  thread  of  different  colours, 
which  are  as  bright  and  distinct  and  legible  as  if  of 
yesterday.  It  is  divided  into  72  compartments,  each 
a  chapter  in  the  momentous  history,  and  is  said  to  I 
have  been  worked,  under  the  directions  of  Matilda, 
by  the  Saxon  ladies.  It  begins  with  the  departure  of 
Harold  for  Normandy,  dismissed  by  the  crowned 
King,  Edward  the  Confessor,  sitting  with  his  sceptre  \ 
in  a  chair  of  state.  Other  compartments  describe  his 

landing  and  temporary  captivity  under  the  Count  of  .  |  i 

Ponthieu,  and  the  taking  of  the  oath  of  fidelity  to  j  \ 

William.  The  crown  is  being  off ered  to  Harold,  which  i 
he  accepts.  A  comet  is  seen  (an  astronomical  fact)  to  i  ^ 
presage  his  defeat,  and  William’s  fleet  is  seen  upon  its  J  } 
voyage.  Six  compartments  describe  the  battle  of 
Hastings.  The  seventy-first  shows  the  death  of  i 
Harold,  and  the  scene  ends  with  his  flying  soldiers,  t 
The  outline  of  embroidery  describing  further  events  j 
after  the  battle  is  to  be  traced ;  but  Death  with  his 
shears  cut  the  life-thread  of  the  queenly  seamstress,  \ 
and  the  work,  like  the  unfinished  column  of  the  l' 
Egyptian  temple,  remains  uncompleted.  I 


Part  the  First. 

King  Edward  the  Confessor  reigns, 
Childless,  o’er  England’s  fair  domains. 
“  I  die,”  saith  he,  “  and.what  remains 
For  her  but  strife  or  foreign  chains, 
Bloodshed  or  slavery? 

“  My  kinsman  rules  across  the  strait, 
Of  large  ambition,  small  estate ; 

Not  childless  he— within  his  gate 
A  soldier,  brave,  esteemed,  and  great ; 
Let  his  my  sceptre  be.” 

Two  hostages  hath  William  there, 
Kindred  to  Harold,  brave  and  fair, 

To  dead  Earl  Godwin’s  genius  heir  ; 
To  set  them  free  the  Saxon’s  care. 

He  sails  to  Normandy. 

Sparkling  with  gems,  in  regal  state, 
No  king— and  yet  of  kings  the  mate— 
In  council  sits  the  Norman  great ; 
Around  him  knights  and  nobles  wait, 
The  flower  of  chivalry. 

Before 


A  chest  of  cedar,  from  far  lands 
Of  Lebanon,  by  Syrian  sands, 

'  I  Carved  by  a  workman’s  cunning  hands, 

j  ?  Covered  all  gorgeously. 

!  And  on  it,  from  monastic  hall, 

Two  reliquaries,  rude  and  small. 
v  “  Now,  Harold,  swear,  whate’er  befall, 

Or  hostages  remain  in  thrall, 

Thou  wilt  be  true  to  me.” 

Pressed  hard,  the  Saxon  kissed  the  book ; 
No  eyelid  quivered,  muscle  shook, 

As  at  the  board  the  oath  he  took 
To  Normandy’s  imperious  Duke 
That  he  would  loyal  be. 

A  nod,  a  sign,  the  cloth-of-gold 
From  off  the  massive  chest  was  rolled  ; 
And  lo  !  its  wooden  walls  enfold 
A  sight  that  made  his  blood  run  cold,  • 
Most  awful  then  to  see  ! 

The  bony  relics,  dry  and  white, 

!  Of  martyr,  saint,  and  anchorite, 

Of  Christian  warriors  slain  in  fight, 
Slaughtered  midst  prayer  and  holy  rite, 
Struck  down  on  bended  knee. 

f  Solemn  the  oath  and  dread  the  test, 

Thy  lips  the  sacred  book  hath  pressed  ; 
Go,  Harold,  to  thy  chamber  rest, 

And  sleep,  no  more  suspected  guest, — 
Forsworn  thou  canst  not  be. 

He  offers  him  Adela  fair 
As  wife,  and  frees  one  hostage  there. 
Harold  once  more  breathes  England’s  air. 
To  break  that  oath  he  will  not  dare,” 
Quoth  he  of  Normandy. 

|  Part  the  Second. 

Years  pass,  and  over  Edward’s  tomb 
The  shadow  of  the  Saxon’s  doom 
Falls  with  a  daily  deepening  gloom, 
Which  scarce  some  feeble  rays  illume, 

Though  Harold  wears  the  crown. 

Upon  his  brow  its  jewels  shine 
From  Persian  Gulf  and  Indian  mine  ; 

No  scion  he  of  royal  line, 

Not  his  to  rule  by  right  divine, 

Or  charters  handed  down, 

But  by  a  nation’s  loud  acclaim  : 

?  In  hour  of  need  her  hero  came, 

With  patriot  soul  and  iron  frame  ; 

He  broke  his  oath— but  who  can  blame— 
To  guard  her  liberty. 


With  lion  heart  and  eaglegaxe 
He  girds  his  loins  for  sterner  frays ; 
Strains  eye  and  ear,  midst  northern  haze, 
Where,  swarming  from  Norwegian  naze, 
New  foes  come  o’er  the  sea. 

Their  ranks  he  scatters,  burns  their  fleets, 
That  foe  he  on  his  threshold  meets  ; 
Danger  like  lively  bride  he  greets. 

For  gallant  deeds  his  great  heart  beats, 
Soon  still  in  death  to  be. 

Meanwhile  from  river,  creek,  and  coast 
Duke  William  gathers  up  his  host : 

Fly  to  the  South,  or  all  is  lost. 

His  barks  upon  the  brine  are  tost, 

Coming  from  Normandy. 

Their  keels  impatient  touch  the  sand. 
Vainly  the  high  chalk  ramparts  stand. 
Leaps  on  the  shore  the  Norman  band, 
Henceforward  masters  in  the  land — 
Adepts  in  cruelty. 

A  few  brief  weeks  of  hopes  and  fears, 

Of  desperate  marches,  feeble  cheers, 

And  in  one  battle  disappears 
The  kingdom  of  five  hundred  years— 
Passes  the  Saxon  sway. 

On  Sussex  plains  the  soil  is  red 
With  iron  ore,  art’s  sinews  spread ; 

But  heavier  is  man’s  armed  tread. 

Redder  the  field  heaped  up  witli  dead 
Of  Norman  victory. 

Toll,  bells  of  tower  and.  abbey,  toll ; 
Harold  is  slain,  your  dirges  roll : 

Turned  is  a  leaf  in  history  s  scroll, 

Hath  passed  away  a  hero’s  soul ; 

Honour  the  lifeless  clay. 

This  mournful  tale  of  history  true 
Who  runs  may  read,  so  plain  to  view, 

By  women’s  needles  written  through, 

In  far-famed  tapestry  Bayeux, 

In' land  of  Normandy. 
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